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I. 



"The essence of Christian love prompts each one to seek not 
alone what serves for his own advantage, but also the good of 
others." — St. Basil. 



A 



I. 

GOLDEN glory filled the room, circling the 

head of Alexis as with a halo, and lighting 

up the placid, benevolent features of his lady 

mother, so that she looked young and fair again. 

" Alexis," she said, " the sun is setting, and it is 
nearly three hours since thou hast spoken a word." 

" It has seemed to me but a few minutes, 
mother," replied Alexis, lifting his deep-set eyes 
and fixing them on the crimson clouds. '* I know 
not how the time speeds when I have my beloved 
books. What pillars of strength some of these 
Pagan philosophers would have been in the 
Church, had they only been Christians ! " 

" Yet they have not lived in vain, my son," said 
^ Aglea, rising from her seat and coming to the 

open casement. "They show the world that 
without the love of Jesus, all knowledge is vain 
and insufficient — it does not bring peace and 
contentment." 
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A troubled look passed over the young man's 
countenance ; he came and stood beside Aglea, 
absently watching the changing colours of the sky. 

"But, mother, every Christian is not peaceful 
and contented. I think truly that I love Christ, 
but that very love makes me ever restless and 
dissatisfied. How can it be otherwise when I look 
at myself and then think of the purity and holiness 
that the Gospel requires of all who believe in 
Jesus ? " He paused a moment, and then con- 
tinued in a low, hesitating tone, " I can never find 
peace in the world, mother; would that Heron 
could persuade thee and my father to let me 
retire to the desert, were it only for a few years, 
that I might fast and pray without distraction." 

" Never ! my son, never ! '* returned Aglea, 
quickly, and taking his hand as if she feared his 
instant departure. "Thou hast spoken of this 
before, and it was like a sword piercing my breast. 
Have I not told thee many times, how thy father 
and I prayed earnestly to the Lord that He would 
give us a child, and after waiting long years thou 
wast sent to us ; we hailed thee as the special gift 
of God, and have trained thee up to believe in 
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Him and to serve Him. Does the loving Father 
in heaven require us to give thee up, now that 
we are getting old and need thy strength to sup- 
port us and thy love to comfort us ? " 

" But, mother, think of Hannah — she prayed for 
Samuel, and then gave him ' back to the Lord 
freely.'' 

"That was according to her vow, Alexis; thy 
father and I made no conditions with the Lord 
in asking for a son. We have no other child but 
thee, and have we not ever indulged thy pious 
inclinations } Have we interfered with thy devo- 
tions or stinted thy charities.^ I doubt not 
Heron's goodness and zeal ; but is it an act of 
piety to break thy mother's heart } would that 
bring thee peace and contentment ? " 

"Say no more, mother," answered Alexis, 
greatly agitated by Aglea's passionate words. 
"Thou art too loving, too indulgent, while my 
heart is so corrupt that my greatest blessings 
become a snare." 

" I think," said Aglea, " thou art mistaken about 
sin; all that is natural and human is not sinfuL 
But now read, ere the light is gone." 
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Alexis opened a drawer and took out a copy 
of St. Matthew's Gospel, curiously written and 
adorned outside with precious stones. Resting 
it on the cushioned window-ledge that the sun's 
last rays might fall upon the page, he read slowly 
and reverently the story of the young ruler — 
lingering over the closing verses as if newly 
impressed with their meaning: — 

*' The young man saith unto Him, All these things have I 
kept from my youth up ; what lack I yet ? 
Jesus said unto him, If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell that 
thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure 
in heaven, and come and follow Me. 
But when the young man heard that saying, he went away 
sorrowful, for he had great possessions. 

• 

Then said Jesus unto His disciples. Verily I say unto you, that a 
rich man shall hardly enter into the kingdom of heaven." 

Alexis sighed deeply as he ended, but Aglea's 
face flushed and she trembled ; for a moment she 
thought he had chosen that passage purposely, but 
a glance showed her that it had come in the 
ordinary course. From a little child Alexis had 
read to his mother a portion of Scripture every 
evening, and though he was now nearly twenty 
years of age, the custom was continued, only with 
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this difference, that in former years Aglea ex- 
plained and commented upon the text — now 
Alexis was often the expounder, though he always 
spoke with humility, and would have repudiated 
the idea of teaching his mother. 

" Sing to me,'* said Aglea hastily, guessing what 
thoughts were passing in her son's mind, and 
anxious to prevent any remark on the subject. 
Alexis readily complied with her wish, for he did 
not care to resume the conversation. His rich 
voice filled the room, and the sounds floated 
through the open casement, out into the deepening 
twilight, bearing the praise of Jesus. A child's 
voice, chiming in sweetly, startled them both. 
The door had been opened noiselessly, and a little 
girl ten years old had come in, sure of a welcome 
by the way she clasped Aglea's hand and smiled 
at Alexis. 

" I heard thee singing when I was in the portico 
below," said the child. "Oh, how I love music! 
Wilt thou teach me that hymn, Alexis ? Grand- 
father will grow tired of those I know, I sing them 
so often." 

Alexis looked at her with surprise. "Thy 
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grandfather, Paula ! will he listen to Christian 
hymns? Is he not still the priest of Jupiter?" 

" Yes, he was at the temple this morning, and 
he brought me home a lovely garland of, flowers, 
but I could not wear it." 

"Why, hast thou taken any vows already?" 
asked Aglea. 

" Not yet,'* replied Paula, with a serious air ; 
"but the flowers had been round the neck of a 
sacrifice; it was a beautiful white heifer, grand- 
father said, and it moaned and struggled so, he 
took it for an ill omen, and so he is sad to-day." 

" But he hath often reproached thy mother for 
leaving her old faith — strange that he should suffer 
thee to sing to him," 

" Mother says I am his favourite. He lets me 
say my Scripture lessons to him, and yesterday 
when I told him that I prayed every day that he 
might love Jesus, he was not angry with me." 

" Well ! " said Alexis, " I always looked upon him 
as the proudest and most bigoted priest in Rome." 

" But he is ever kind and gentle to mel' replied 
Paula ; " and if only he would be a Christian, then 
he would not be afraid of omens any more." 
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" Hast thou brought me any message from thy 
mother, Paula ? " 

" Oh yes, this is for thee to read," said the child, 
drawing a letter from the bosom of her white 
tunic ; " I was to leave the letter with thee — it is 
from the good Jerome; he wishes mother to send 
me soon to his monastery at Bethlehem." 

Aglea frowned, but Alexis looked at Paula 
with great interest. "Art thou willing to go, 
little one?" he asked, drawing her to his side. 

The tears stood in her eyes. " Bethlehem is a 
long way from here, mother says, but if I go to 
the monastery, Father Jerome thinks I shall be 
kept from the sins of the world. He says Rome 
is a very wicked place, and I might grow up to 
be vain and proud. I want to be good and love 
Jesus, but I wish I could be good at home and 
never have to leave mother, and grandfather, and 
the others." 

"Rome is a very wicked city, Paula — thou 
would'st understand this in a few years, and have 

many temptations, and perhaps forget the Lord 

J)} 
esus. 

" No, Alexis, how could I forget } But dost 
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thou think Jesus wants me to go to Bethlehem ? " 
asked Paula, earnestly- 

"I think Jesus wants thee to be where thou 
canst love Him and serve Him the best," 
answered Alexis evasively, for his mother was 
listening. 

Paula was silent, fingering something that hung 
round her neck.- 

" What new ornament hast thou there, child ? '* 
asked Aglea. 

" It is the blessed cross," replied Paula ; " see, 
there is a figure of the Saviour on this side. A 
holy pilgrim gave it to me the other day, and 
made me promise never to unclasp this chain." 

"It was a foolish promise, Paula; what good 
can that bit of gold do thee } Those who wear 
Christ in their hearts do not need an imaginary 
image of Him round their necks. The Lord 
will not know His own Church in a little while^ 
there are so many new customs observed for 
which He gave no commandment" 

" But is it sinful to wear this ? " asked Paula, 
quite distressed ; " it makes me think of 
Jesus." 
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" What does thy grandfather say ? " 

"That it IS the Christian amulet, and that 
perhaps it will charm away evil spirits." 

" Of course ; he will think thy religion, Paula, 
is not so very different from paganism." 

" Nay, mother," exclaimed Alexis, " thou art 
too severe. See, thou hast made the little one 
weep. Sing thy hymns, Paula, and live a pious 
life, and no one will mistake thee for a pagan." 

She smiled gratefully, but still regarded her 
cross with some doubt. 

" I had no wish to grieve thee, child," said 
Aglea kindly; "thou must ask the bishop, and 
if he approves of thy symbol, think no more of 
Aglea's words." 

Paula was satisfied with this advice, and went 
away in a cheerful mood, saying she would come 
again and learn the hymn. No wonder the old 
priest was fond of her : she was a gentle child, 
of a sweet, confiding disposition, and there was 
a simplicity and ardour in her love for the 
Saviour that could not fail to impress a devotee 
of such a cold and loveless faith as paganism. 

When the lamps were lit, Aglea unfolded the 
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letter Paula had brought, and began to read. 
It was addressed to Loeta, the little girl's mother, 
and contained many directions for the training 
of her children — but having especial reference 
to Paula's education. 

" It seemeth to me a surprising thing," wrote 
Jerome — referring to Paula's grandfather — "that 
this old man, a heathen priest, should be com- 
passed about with a family of Christians, and 
should make much of a child that sung the 
praises of Jesus. It gives me hope that he will 
be converted. For I fancy that Jupiter himself 
might have believed in Jesus Christ, had he had 
such a family as thine. Tell thy father that 
though he laughs at my letter, and calls me fool 
and senseless, yet I despair not of his conversion. 
No man is born a Christian, but becomes one 
afterwards, and it is never too late to be con- 
verted. 

**As soon as possible send thy daughter to 
my monastery; but for thy present guidance, 
let me tell thee how that virgin is to be educated 
whose soul is designed to be the temple of God. 
Let her not hearken to, let her not learn or 
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discourse of, anything but what is proper to 
inspire the love of God. Let her not learn that 
in her infancy which she must forget afterwards, 
but she ought to be made to love study and 
labour. Let her clothes be modest, convenient 
for the state for which you design her: let not 
her ears be bored, nor her face used to paint : 
she should not have her hair dyed fair, nor her 
garments adorned with gold, pearls, or jewels, 
unless you design her for hell-fire. Let her pray, 
and work day and night ; let her learn to handle 
the distaff, to turn the wheel and spin wool, but 
not to meddle with embroidery: and she should 
learn and repeat daily, sentences out of the 
Holy Scriptures." * 

"The Lord hath evidently set His seal upon 
the child," said Alexis, when his mother ceased 
reading the voluminous epistle from which the 
above is extracted. 

"That I will not gainsay," replied Aglea. 
"But how can one who has made a vow never 
to have a family of his own send fit directions 

♦ Letters of St. Jerome, from the Solitude of Bethlehem, 
A.D. 400. 



14 Noble J but not the Noblest. 

for the training of children ? What can a child- 
less man know of these things ? If Jerome were 
a father, he would not urge Loeta to send her 
daughter away at such a tender age ; I have 
thought so before when Loeta has mentioned 
Jerome's letters." 

" Every Christian is called to make some sacri- 
fices," said Alexis, " and what a blessing Paula may 
bring to her family from a life spent in devotion ! " 

" She can pray at home, Alexis ; and is she 
not a daily blessing in her home? does she not 
make our faith beautiful even to the heathen ? 
A needless sacrifice is never required." 

" But think of Paula's own piety, how it will 
bie perfected by such a retired life," urged Alexis. 

" I think no better place can be found for a 
child than at her own mother's side, when the 
mother is such a Christian as Lceta. And, my 
son, we must not live only for ourselves — there is 
greater piety displayed in overcoming the world 
than in flying from it" 



II. 



*'Men often spend too much time in reflecting on their sins 
instead of getting free from themselves, and striving continually 
forward in the work of holiness." — St. Anthony. 



II. 

T NSTEAD of retiring to rest that night, Alexis 

exchanged his silken, gold-embroidered robes 

for garments that a slave would have disdained 

^ to wear, and betook himself to a little chapel just 

without the boundary of his father's estate, which 

lay on the side of the Coelian Hill. The church 

had been built by Euphemian — his father — as a 

thank-offering when his son was born. Many a 

night, during the last few years, had Alexis passed 

in this lonely retreat, weeping for his own sins 

and the sins of the world, and pouring out his 

soul in prayer. He had everything in this life 

that heart could desire ; he was the heir to great 

f possessions, he was an only and idolised son, and 

a favourite with the Emperor Honorius. Indeed 
the young man was honoured by all who knew 
him for the purity of his life, and beloved for the 
amiability of his manners. He frequented no 

h y^ 2 
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places of amusement, even avoiding the public 
baths f nor did he follow the example of the 
young nobles of his day, by making an ostentatious 
display of delicacy and magnificence. Yet he had 
a smiling and pleasant countenance, and few 
guessed the severity of his self-imposed penances, 
or the disquietude of soul that broke his rest 
and took all the zest and brightness from his life. 
Even as he wore a hair shirt beneath his fine linen 
and silk, so did he hide from the world tfie con- 
suming fire within. And lately Alexis had formed 
a friendship with one who sought, by every means, 
to fan this flame. 

Living in the neighbourhood was a man whose 
youth had been spent in the practice of every kind 
of vice and folly, and more than one crime had 
been justly charged against him. Having ex- 
hausted the so-called pleasures of Rome, this 
man — Heron by name — went to Constantinople 
in search of some novelty in sin. While in this 
city he heard much of the eloquence of its bishop, 
John, surnamed Chrysostom, or the Golden- 
Mouthed ; he heard much also of the bishop's 
boldness in denouncing sin, and his power to 
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awaken the conscience. Curious to hear and see 
this brave preacher, who had dared openly to 
reprove an empress and her court, and confident 
of his own immovability, Heron stole into the 
Church of St Sophia and mingled with the vast 
congregation. 

But *' an arrow shot at a venture " singled out 
the haughty debauchee from the multitude, and 
pierced to the innermost recesses of his heart. 
Fiery, enthusiastic, and always going to excess in 
any course, his remorse was now terrible, and 
unable to await the close of the bishop's sermon, 
he cried aloud in the bitterness of his spirit and 
fled from the church. But he could not fly from 
conscience— the accusing voice followed him back 
to Rome, where he began to inquire of some 
godly people what he must do. They did not 
understand his character ; his wild and extravagant 
expressions of contrition puzzled their simple 
minds, and thinking him half mad they advised 
him to consult a famous hermit who lived in a 
cell at the foot of Monte Cassino. 

This hermit had but an imperfect knowledge 
of the Gospel, and having taken an oath never 
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to look up, he crawled on his hands and knees 
so that his eyes might always be directed to the 
earth. He was a pitiful object to every sensible 
Christian ; but an object of the greatest veneration 
to the mass of the people. 

To this poor, mistaken zealot Heron applied 
for direction and relief. "Work out thine own 
salvation," replied the hermit, grovelling in the 
dust; "it will occupy all thy life to do it. For 
one sin I have been doing penance for seven whole 
years, and still I feel the burden of it. But then to 
win heaven ! What are these penances compared 
to the joys above — ^to be able to look up, to feel 
this millstone dropping from my neck, and to be 
carried by angels through the sky! I had a 
vision once : I saw myself in Paradise, and as I 
knelt at the feet of Christ, He laid His hand upon 
this ragged, filthy garment, and it instantly became 
a white robe of dazzling brightness ; and as I 
wondered at my own glory. He said, * Thy prayers 
and fastings have woven this spotless robe, and 
it will glisten for ever with the precious tears 
thou hast shed ! ' If thou wouldst attain to ever- 
lasting life, thou must hourly crucify and mortify 
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thy flesh, until thy nature is wholly changed, and 
all thy human passions are annihilated. But 
remember that the way is thorny, full of pain 
and weariness." And the hermit groaned in spite 
of himself. 

Heron was nothing daunted at the prospect 
of great self-denials and labours; it suited the 
pride of his nature far better than if he had been 
told to trust in Christ alone for pardon and peace. 
His active imagination soon devised many 
ingenious modes of torture, both mental and 
physical, and his strong will enabled him to carry 
them out vigorously — while the darkness and 
roughness of the road, as he advanced, incited 
him to increased diligence. 

The greater part of a large fortune he had 
spent in dissipation and luxury; the remainder 
he now freely bestowed in alms, and to mortify 
his vanity, begged his own bread in the city where 
he had lived sumptuously and been attended by 
a train of servants and flatterers. 

One day as Alexis left the palace of the 
Emperor and was stepping into his chariot, Heron 
stood before him and asked alms "for the sake 
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of Christ." Alexis never turned a deaf ear to 
the poor and needy, and the blessed name was 
enough to make him empty his purse into the 
suppliant's hands. 

Heron looked at the gold pieces and then at 
the kind face of the young courtier, and said, 
" May the Lord give thee treasure in another 
world, when the vanities of this one are ended." 

"Where dost thou dwell ? " asked Alexis, struck 
with the beggar's fiery eyes and gaunt frame, 
and wondering where he had seen him before. 

" The Lord Jesus had no place where to lay His 
head, and why should Heron sleep on down, 
beneath a canopy of silk ? The caves and holes 
of the earth are too good a shelter for the vilest 
of sinners." 

** Art thou Heron — Heron of Alexandria ? " 

" I am Heron the penitent, once the foulest 
blasphemer in Rome." 

" But stay," cried Alexis, seizing the mendicant's 
tattered cloak as he was turning away ; " I would 
know more of thee, tell me where thou art to 
be found." 

" Heron the beggar has no time to wait upon 
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an Emperor, much less upon one of his courtiers ; 
every moment of his time has been bought, not 
with silver and gold, but with blood." 

" Yet for the love of Christ hear me, Heron. I 
never sought thy friendship when thou wast rich 
and great ; but now that thou art poor and despised, 
Alexis asks thee to be his friend ; come into my 
chariot now, if thou wilt." 

"Nay, I will not try thy goodwill thus far," 
replied Heron, rather softened ; " but what wouldst 
thou have of me ? " 

'* Dost thou know the little church just without 
Euphemian's gates, on the Coelian Hill } " 

" I do," said Heron. 

"Then wilt thou meet me there to-night, two 
hours after sundown ? " 

" I will not promise — I must be led by the 
Spirit." 

" Well, I shall look for thee ; it is no idle 
question I would ask. Is not my soul worth 
saving ? so fail not to come, and the Lord come 
with thee." 

Heron made no reply, but began to share his 
alms with a number of other beggars who had 
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been waiting for Alexis's usual bounty. Alexis 
saw them not; with a thoughtful brow he took 
the reins, heedless of the disappointment of the 
poor, or the sneers of the wealthy, at his wasting 
time over a miserable, squalid beggar. 



III. 



" Wherever thou art, God will visit thee, if the mansion of thy 
soul is found to be such that He can dwell and rule in thee.'' — 
Gregory of Nyssa. 



III. 



A LMOST against his will, Heron went to the 
appointed place, and found the young 
courtier impatiently waiting for him. 

"Welcome,** cried Alexis, grasping the cold, 
reluctant hand of his visitor. " But first eat, I 
have brought thee the plainest fare; refresh thy- 
self, for I have much to say ; " and he pointed 
to a simple repast spread on the altar steps. 

Heron turned away impatiently from the food. 
" I did not come to eat and to drink. I have 
feasted enough in the past and made myself 
lower than the brutes." 

" But thou must live, Heron." 

" Aye truly, until my vows are performed and 
atonement is made. And now, young man, 
speak, if thou hast aught to say." 

Alexis was pacing up and down, thinking how 
he could explain his difficulties to this strange 
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being. ''' I am going to tell thee something, 
Heron — if thou wilt have patience with me — 
that I have kept in my own bosom until now. 
Long ago I made a vow to devote myself to the 
service of God, and though outwardly I have 
lived as others did, and obeyed the wishes of my 
parents by going abroad into the world, I in- 
wardly mourned over my sins and longed after 
a holier life. I have never been satisfied with 
my manner of life, for after all my watchfulness 
and care the world creeps in and steals my 
thoughts and affections." 

He paused, and seemed slightly embarrassed ; 
but Heron kept silent, with eyes bent on the 
ground — he was contrasting his own vicious boy- 
hood with the early days of Alexis, spent in 
struggling against evil. Alexis slowly continued : 
"Some months since I saw a beautiful maiden, 
and heard men speak of her as endowed with 
every virtue joined to a noble birth. The image 
of that maiden haunted me perpetually ; sleeping 
or waking, I saw her before me, and even my 
prayers were disturbed by thoughts of her loveli- 
ness. I began to tremble for my soul, and one 



Perplexity. 29 



night, when Satan had been tempting me more 
than usual, I solemnly vowed fo give myself up 
entirely to works of piety and charity, and since 
that hour I have not known a moment's peace ; 
conflicting duties tear my heart and confuse my 
brain. When I speak of retiring from the world 
my mother has a host of arguments against such 
a step, and I am often constrained to admit that 
she talks wisely, and as a Christian too. It is 
not that I love the world, or cling to honour and 
riches, for were my father and mother to say, 
' Go, and God be with thee,' I could leave them 
all without a sigh. And now, Heron, what must 
I do with my vow — can I not please my parents 
and please my God also?" 

" ' He that loveth father and mother more than 
Me, is not worthy of Me,' " replied Heron, sternly. 

" I do not love them morel' cried Alexis, " but 
I should find it easier to die for them than to 
grieve them." 

"Alexis! thou art tampering with thy con- 
science — it bids thee give up all^ and thy affections 
suggest a compromise." 

" ' Honour thy father and thy mother,' " saith 
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the Scriptures, Heron ; how shall I reconcile that 
with the command to * forsake all and follow 
Christ ' ? " 

"Who bids thee dishonour thy parents? not 
Heron. How canst thou honour them more than 
by living a holy life ? " 

"And is a holy life indeed impossible without 
separation from home and friends ? " asked Alexis, 
mournfully. 

" Hast thou not found it so } Is thy vow per- 
fectly kept } else why these doubts and fears } 
Thou hast put thy hand to the plough — look not 
back, Alexis, lest thou be counted unfit for the 
kingdom of heaven." 

But still Alexis halted ; the picture of his 
mother, disappointed and broken-hearted, rose 
before him. 

" It is the maiden that holds thee in chains," 
continued Heron, with something of contempt in 
his tone. 

" I think not," replied Alexis, blushing in spite 
of himself ; " I have not seen or spoken with her 
since that time I told thee of — and it is not likely 
I ever shall again." 
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"Nothing is easier than to deceive ourselves, 
especially if women are in question. Have I not 
known that thraldom? Have not nations been 
ruined by these fair, frail temptresses ? I have 
learned to hate women — they are in league with 
the evil powers below to mislead and destroy 
mankind." 

" Dost thou remember thy mother, Heron ? '' 
asked Alexis, gently. 

" No, my first breath was her last, or peradven- 
ture I had been saved from such a sinful course 
as I have run." 

"And thou wouldst have had more generous 
thoughts of women." 

"We will leave discoursing of their merits, 
Alexis; only pray that thou be not ensnared by 
their enticing looks and wqrds to forget the chief 
end of thy existence, which is, communion with 
thy God, and oblivion of all the world beside." 

They talked until the daylight was seen through 
the painted windows, and after this first interview 
they often met in the little church. There was 
a strange attraction to Heron in the tender- 
spirited youth — ^so sensitive to every kind of 
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beauty in his intense yearnings after purity and 
holiness. On the other hand Alexis was fascinated 
by the fierce nature of the penitent; he envied 
him his powers of endurance, and as a conse* 
quence Heron soon obtained an immense influence 
over him ; he submitted meekly to reproof, and 
in his humility felt that he deserved all Heron's 
reproaches for his weakness and indecision. 

Weeks glided by, and still he could not promise 
to leave his father's house; once more — as we 
have seen — he had tried to obtain his mother's 
assent to his departure, and the result convinced 
him that it was utterly useless to hope for it 
Heron had gone on a pilgrimage, so Alexis re- 
solved to spend the night alone in prayer, and 
thinking over what Aglea had advanced. And 
while he prostrates himself upon the marble 
floor, crying out for strength to do what he 
feared would bring her with sorrow to the grave, 
his mother watches and weeps also. Euphemian, 
waking in the night, missed her from his side, 
and on rising found his wife in her oratory, 
pleading, with abundance of tears, that their son 
might be spared to them. 
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*' Is Alexis ill ? " asked Euphemian, in alarm. 

" Oh no," replied Aglea, " but thou knowest the 
desire he hath for a hermit's life, and this evening 
He again spoke of it with greater earnestness. I 
could not sleep, Euphemian, for I dread I know 
not what. That strange fanatic, Heron, has 
upset his judgment.*' 

" There is one thing, Aglea, that might banish 
this delusion." 

" Thou art thinking of marriage, Euphemian ; 
but how is that to come to pass happily, for thou 
knowest Alexis shuns all intercourse with maidens* 
and he must love ere he will put his hand to any 
marriage contract." 

** What sayest thou to Claudia, the daughter of 
our brave General Murius ? I hear her praised 
continually for her goodness, and her beauty 
cannot fail to touch Alexis. Be comforted, Aglea, 
I will see Murius on the morrow, and thou canst 
break the matter to thy son." 

" I would not rob my Lord of any service, 
Euphemian ; but I cannot believe that this in- 
fatuation for reversing all the laws of nature pro- 
ceeds from the Spirit of God." 

3 



IV. 



** Far be it from us to suppose that Gk)d should hate in us that by 
means of which He has made us superior to all other creatures." — 
St. Augustine. 



IV. 

" T HAVE something to say to thee, Claudia," 
said Murius, the Roman General, as he sat 
in the nympluEum of his house, watching his 
daughter tending her flowers. Claudia came and 
dipped her pitcher into the basin of the fountain 
that occupied the centre of the apartment, and 
resting her hand on the marble edge for 
a moment, she looked up inquiringly at her 
father. 

" Hast thou ever seen Alexis, the son of 
Euphemian the senator ? " 

The question evidently took Claudia by surprise ; 
she quickly turned her head and seemed intent on 
filling her pitcher to the brim. But Murius had 
seen the sudden flush that came to his daughter's 
cheek, and he sat erect in his chair, curious, and in 
his turn, surprised. 

"Leave watering thy roses, Claudia, and come 
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here ; I am in earnest. Where hast thou seen 
Alexis?" 

" At the palace, father, very often," replied the 
maiden, shaking the bright drops from her wide 
sleeves, and approaching Murius. "And once at 
the little church on the Coelian Hill; a storm came 
on, and I took refuge there. Lucia was with me : 
thou wilt remember the day ? " 

" I remember the storm," said Murius. 

"We thought the church was empty until we 
heard a groan, and looking round we saw a man 
lying on the floor and a thick cord beside him. 
Lucia uttered a cry, imagining that some dreadful 
crime had been committed, for the cord was 
stained with blood and so was the floor. The 
man started up, he had not heard us come in, 
nor had he heard the thunder, for he appeared 
astonished when he found there was such a change 
in the sky. But I was still more astonished to 
recognise Alexis the courtier ; he had been doing 
penance, I believe, father, and it must have been 
severe." 

" He is too much of a recluse, Claudia — that is 
his only weakness," remarked Murius, whose faith 
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was of the simplest kind. "I dislike these new 
fashions in the Church, it will soon be paganism 
baptized with a Christian name." 

"But Alexis is so different from all other youths, 
he is not ashamed of being a Christian." 

"Thou hast not finished thy story, Claudia." 

" There is little more to tell, father : we made 
excuses for intruding, but Alexis prayed us not to 
make apologies, for the church was free to all. 
Then he offered the shelter of his father's house, 
which we declined, and relieved him of our pre- 
sence as soon as possible." 

"And thou dost think well of him, Claudia.^" 

" Everyone does, father, and I hold the common 
opinion of his worth." 

" And if he came and asked for Claudia's hand 
in marriage, what would she say t " Murius could 
get no reply to this question, but there was 
something in his daughter's face that made him 
indifferent about a verbal answer. 

They were both silent for a while ; the General 
was a man of few words, and Claudia was quiet 
and modest even with her own father. Report 
had not over-rated the maiden's grace and beauty, 
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or the goodness of her heart and the consistency 
of her daily life, for she carried religion into the 
most common, every-day duties and employments. 
And there appeared to be no effort or design in 
this, no straining after effect — it was the natural 
result of entire consecration to Christ, producing 
a life in harmony with His divine precepts. 
Claudia entertained the highest respect for Alexis ; 
he seemed to her like a being of another order 
from the young Romans who hovered round her 
with such obtrusive admiration and flattery when- 
ever she appeared in public ; one friendly saluta- 
tion from Alexis would have been worth more to 
her than the homage of a thousand of these gay 
worshippers. But the senator's son always kept 
aloof — not from pride, but from distrust of him- 
self; he never acknowledged the presence of the 
younger ladies at the Court, and if it had not 
been for the storm, Claudia's beauty might have 
bloomed in vain for him. The prospect of a life 
spent in companionship with a spirit that she 
believed was kindred to her own, was a very happy 
one to her; the world had never been a gloomy 
desert in her eyes, but as she stood beside her 
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father thinking over the few sentences he had 
uttered, a brighter sunshine seemed to fill the 
nyntphceum — there was sweeter music in the splash 
of the fountain, and a richer tint and perfume in 
the roses. 

" Thou wilt not miss me now, when I am absent 
at the wars," remarked Murius. 

" I shall not think less of thee, father," replied 
Claudia quickly. "But what does my mother 
say ? " 

"That thou wilt have the best husband in 
Rome, — excepting, of course, her own rough 
warrior." 

" I have always had the best father in the city ; 
and he says nothing about missing his daughter, 
when he comes home from the camp." 

" Because he will not think of anything but 
Claudia's happiness," replied Murius, with mois- 
tened eyes. " Unfortunately, new joys often throw 
a shadow upon old ones : but who fears shadows ? 
surely not a Roman soldier ! " 

But what of Alexis } If Claudia had known 
what was passing in Euphemian's mansion, how 
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she would have recoiled from the idea of marriage 
with the son and heir ! The latter had resolved 
to tell his parents of the vow he had taken — to 
give up his whole life to God — and make one more 
strenuous effort to shake their prejudices against 
asceticism. He felt ashamed to meet Heron 
again, and repeat the same excuses, and hear his 
reproachful and contemptuous words ; they gave 
more pain to the sensitive nature of Alexis than 
any of the penances that Heron recommended, 
and that the young courtier most gladly under- 
took. Very often, during the wakeful hours of 
the night, Alexis felt strong enough for any 
sacrifice; but as soon as day and sunshine returned, 
mountains of difficulties rose across his path, and 
his strength to surmount them melted away in the 
genial atmosphere of home. But now the matter 
must be decided, and after many hours spent in 
prayer and fasting, he entered his mother's room. 
Euphemian's dwelling was half mansion, half 
castle — sufficiently formidable to resist the attacks 
of invading Goths and Gauls — and in the tower 
was Aglea's pleasant chamber, with one window 
overlooking the imperial city. 
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She was gazing out with a thoughtful, almost 
anxious air, in the direction of Murius' villa, 

t 

whither Euphemian had gone — for the Roman 
father did not think it necessary to consult his 
son before choosing him a bride — and the mother 
was wondering how her share in the transaction 
would prosper. 

" I was just going to send for thee, Alexis," she 
exclaimed ; then she stopped, and felt a little 
difficulty in introducing the subject. But Alexis 
unconsciously helped her by asking, 

*' Where is my father gone? I saw him leave 
the gates with a train of servants ; surely he knows 
that the Emperor is absent at Tarentum ? " 

" Thy father is gone to see a braver man than 
the Emperor — I mean the great General Murius." 

" What ! are there any fresh tidings from our 
soldiers in the north?" 

" No, my son, Euphemian's errand is one of 
peace and love, not of war and bloodshed. Alexis, 
I will be brief — thy father wishes thee to marry, 
and thinks thou art now of a proper age." 

Alexis was speechless with dismay, and Aglea 
enlarged upon the lady's worthiness and his own 
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fitness for domestic joys. He felt himself more 
than ever entangled in the meshes of the world. 
If only he had mentioned his vow months ago, all 
this might have been prevented! 

" I cannot, mother, I cannot marry ! '* 

"But, Alexis, thy father has spoken of the 
matter ere now : thou wouldst not cover him with 
dishonour ? surely thou, wouldst not insult a noble 
maiden by refusing to fulfil the contract ? " 

The young man strode up and down the apart- 
ment in the greatest distress. Never had he 
crossed his father's will, and he knew that, tender 
and indulgent as he was, here there would be no 
relenting. What could he do? What ought he 
to do } One voice said, " Obey and accept the 
lot that Heaven assigns ; " another voice said, 
"The more thou hast to sacrifice, the more wilt 
thou glorify thy God ; " and then to add to his 
misery, he could not blot out the memory of the 
beautiful woman he had once seen — he felt he 
loved her when marriage with another was urged 
upon him. 

" Men think I am a favoured mortal, when alas t 
mother, I am the most unfortunate of beings ! " 
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'*Do not thy words savour of ingratitude, 
Alexis? Are not all good things the gift of 
Heaven ? " 

*' They bid fair to sink me to hell, mother/* 

" Hush, my son, I cannot hear thee speak thus 
of God's goodness. Blessings abused may become 
a curse, but blessings richly valued never cease to 
be blessings. Hast thou ever counted up thy 
mercies ? " 

" Nay, mother, like my sins, I confess that they 
are numberless," replied Alexis, humbly. 

" Leave thy sins to the Saviour, my son, and He 
will not ask thee for an account of them ; but 
some day He may reckon with thee, and ask how 
thou hast spent His riches } " 

"But, mother, Christ Himself bids us 'leave 
all and follow' Him.*' 

"All that hinders us from following Him. 
Wealth is not a snare to thee, I know, and if thou 
art a good steward, thou wilt reap a harvest of 
blessings through this silver and gold that thou 
despisest. Thy parents are not a hindrance to 
thee in the way of life ; did I not teach thee first 
to love the Saviour and to lisp His name ? Have 
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we ever wished thee to do aught inconsistent with 
the name of Christian ? and thou wouldst fly from 
us as if we were bent upon thy soul's destruction. 
Now we have chosen a wife for thee, a gentle, 
virtuous maiden, full of piety and charity, and 
thou countest her the greatest temptation of all, 
foi^etting that 'a good wife is from the Lord/ 
Alexis, we love thee better than our own souls; 
we have had experience in the Christian life ; wilt 
thou not be guided by us, rather than by Heron 
— a man but recently steeped in all the vices of 
a licentious city ? Can he calmly judge for 
another, whose mind has only just been en- 
lightened ? " 

" Indeed, mother. Heron understands my per- 
plexities ; and when he speaks it is like the call 
of God. I sigh daily for a holy life, for perfect 
freedom from sin — I cannot hope to attain this by 
continuing to mind earthly things." 

" Well, my son, I have no wish to quench thy 
spiritual aspirations, only do not forget that it is 
the blood of Christ that washes every sin away, 
and it is faith in Him that produces a holy life. 
And bear this also in mind, Alexis — that Christ 
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always called men to a life of activity in the world, 
and yet He commanded them ' to be holy, even 
as our Father in heaven is holy/" 

Aglea's plain, sensible arguments prepared the 
way for Euphemian, who simply told his son of 
the successful issue of his visit to Murius ; he did 
not appear for a moment to anticipate any op- 
position, and poor Alexis, confused and again 
irresolute, mutely acquiesced in all that his father 
proposed. 

A message came from Murius next day, asking 
Alexis to a supper, and the evening found him 
arrayed with due care for the important visit, but 
feeling complete indifference about his future bride. 

With a heavy heart he presented himself at the 
appointed hour and was kindly welcomed by his 
host, who soon led the way to a small apartment 
where the evening meal was spread, and where 
the ladies of the house waited to receive them. 

"This is my daughter," said Murius, taking 
Claudia's hand, and drawing her from the cur- 
tained recess where she had half hidden herself. 
Alexis raised his eyes, prepared to greet the lady 
with civility, and to pay her such attention as was 



48 Noble, but not the Noblest. 

absolutely necessary — when, to his amazement, he 
saw before him the lady of his dreams. The icy 
indifference of his manner was instantly exchanged 
for eager interest ; he became oblivious of every- 
thing but the presence of Claudia, and, for a few 
hours at least, Heron and his vow were forgotten. 



V. 



** There are as many temptations in solitude as in the city ; they 
who think otherwise, mind outward sins only, not considering that 
there are infinite temptations and spiritual sins which encounter us 
as much in privacy as amidst a multitude.'* — St. Nilus. 



V. 

A GAIN we look into the nymphceum of Murius' 
"^ ^ house. Claudia is there and the roses and 
the fountain, but in the warrior's accustomed place 
sits Alexis, and he watches his lady's restless 
movements as now she plucks off a withered leaf, 
and now lifts a heavy damask blossom and inhales 
the sweet odour — but all with a preoccupied air, 
that shows her thoughts to be elsewhere. She 
has been betrothed but one week, and has learned 
this morning that before another new moon rises 
her maiden life will have ended and her new life 
begun. She is feeling rather shy and troubled, 
it has come so suddenly upon her ; she had hoped 
that they would wait until the war was ended 
and her father had retired from active service ; 
she wanted to know more of Alexis before the 
irrevocable words were spoken, for although 
Claudia was happy in her love as she had antici- 
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pated, there was something about her betrothed 
that she did not understand, a sort of mystery 
at times that put her at a distance from him. 
There were moments when his looks and manners 
were very cold, followed by a passionate display 
of affection that equally embarrassed the maiden. 

To-day Alexis was rather gloomy, for he had 
just left his father, who was quite absorbed in 
making preparations for the coming festivities. 
Euphemian was so rejoiced at the prospect of a 
happy union for his son, that he almost felt as 
if he had nothing more to desire when this had 
taken place. But the bustle and excitement 
depressed Alexis — he disliked such a parade of 
wealth and grandeur, it revived his old doubts 
and scruples with regard to matrimony, and made 
him serious and reserved. Claudia felt uncom- 
fortable, for he answered her inquiries so briefly 
that she left his side a little grieved and perhaps 
a little piqued by his apathy. Alexis was just 
beginning to feel somewhat ashamed of his dis- 
courtesy, when a servant entered and said that 
a friend of Claudia's wished to see her. 

" Bring my friend here," said the lady — thinking 
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it was her dear companion Lucia, and almost 
relieved by the interruption. To her surprise it 
was little Paula who followed the servant ; but her 
buoyant step was slow, her bright face clouded, and 
her eyes heavy like one who had wept over-night. 

" Dear Paula ! what ails thee ? " said Claudia, 
as she embraced the child. 

Paula's lips trembled. ** I have come to say 
farewell, and oh, I wish I felt glad. They say 1 
ought to be joyous and happy as thou art now, 
Claudia.** 

The bride-expectant blushed, and glanced 
timidly at Alexis. "Why art thou going so 
soon, Paula ? " she asked. 

" Mother has heard of some one who will take 
me to Bethlehem, and she says it may be very 
long before another chance occurs, so I am going 
to-morrow ; " and Paula's tears fell fast. 

" And thou art going to the monastery } " said 
Alexis. " Happy little maid to begin a religious 
life so early! it will save thee from many sins 
and give thee a higher place in heaven." 

" Paula has loved Jesus for a long time," replied 
Claudia. 
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" Yes, but now she will begin the truly religious 
life," returned her lover. 

Claudia did not agree to this sentiment; but 
not wishing to discuss the subject before the 
child, she remarked, "Thy mother will bemoan 
thy absence." 

" Mother says I shall bring honour to them all 
' by going to the monastery, but grandfather says 
strange things, and tells her that if I go she need 
not pray for him any more." 

** Well, I am sorry thou hast to leave us, Paula," 
said Claudia ; " thou art the only one thy grand- 
father will listen to. Who will sing hymns to him 
and read the Gospels } " 

" I think he will want me very much," said the 
child, sadly ; " he is getting so old, and cannot 
read himself. Mother says God will find a way 
to teach him about Jesus." 

"He found thee, little Paula ; I believe God 
meant thee to be his teacher." 

"Nay, sweet Claudia," said Alexis, "do not 
discourage the child, she has her own soul to care 
for." 

" True, Alexis, but we get the greatest blessings 
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when we are doing good to others; I have ever 
found it so. But, dear Paula, thy lot is chosen 
for thee ; thy first duty now is obedience to thy 
mother, and the Lord will take care of the rest." 

" They told me not to stay long as I am going 
soon, and grandfather thinks I shall not see him 
any more ; so farewell, Claudia. I should like 
to have seen thee in thy bridal dress, thou wilt 
look so beautiful. Lucia ohce called me a bride, 
she said I was 'the bride of heaven/ Please, 
Alexis, tell thy mother I could not come to see 
her, but I shall often think about everyone in 
Rome — I mean the people I love here. I wish I 
could be just as good without going such a long 
way where none will care for me." 

"Poor little one!" said Claudia ; "I cannot chide 
thee for weeping, I think it is very hard ; but 
perhaps thou wilt be happy after all." But Paula 
seemed to think that was impossible away from 
mother and home, and she took leave with a very 
sorrowful countenance. 

Her visit did not tend to cheer Alexis, for it 
reminded him too forcibly of his own past reso- 
lutions. This child was before him in the Chris- 
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tian race, he thought, making sacrifices quite as 
great as any he could make, but if only his mother 
had been like-minded with Loeta he would long 
ago have been inhabiting some solitary cell, 
instead of anticipating marriage. Claudia ob- 
served his knitted brow, and thought again of what 
he had said to Paula ; her love made her a little 
jealous, and ready to attach great importance to 
words that might otherwise have passed unnoticed. 

" If thou art not too busy with thy musings, 
Alexis, I would ask thee something," said she. 

"Pardon me, Claudia, I fear thou findest me 
a dull companion ; but if loving thee tenderly 
will make amends for entertainment *' 

" Where love abounds other wants are unfelt," 
replied Claudia, quickly, reddening as she spoke ; 
" but then thou knowest, Alexis, that we must be 
assured of the love." 

" And art thou not assured, dear Claudia } " he 
asked. She played with the fringe of her tunic, 
and did not immediately reply. Alexis rose, and 
seating her in his own chair, placed himself on 
a stool at her feet. "What shall I say or do, 
my Claudia, to remove thy scepticism.?" 



Sympathy. 



:>i 



" Take me into thy confidence, Alexis ; tell me 
what fills thy thoughts, and often makes thee 
abstracted and melancholy. I would not have 
thee ever talking — I am not so foolish as that — 
but if I knew thy mind, I should not feel alone 
when thou wert silent, as I do now." 

"Thou hast asked a very difficult thing, my 
love; not that I am unwilling to lay bare both 
heart and mind for thy scrutiny ; but there is such 
a chaos within — I feel myself to be so full of 
contradictions and inconsistencies, that thy clear 
sense would be shocked." 

" I do not think thou couldst harbour any evil 
in thy mind, Alexis, and who is not troubled with 
doubts sometimes ? Let me know thy difficulties, 
and although I do not presume to think I can 
help thee, at least I can sympathise. And now, 
to prove thy sincerity, and to inaugurate our 
sweet friendship, tell me why thou commendest a 
retired life. / think Loeta is mistaken in sending 
Paula away; but her destiny seemed to thee happy 
and blessed beyond all others." 

" Now, Claudia, thou hast touched the very core 
of my perplexities — of which we will talk more 



58 Noble J but not the Noblest. 

fully some day. I indeed confess that the 
monastery and the hermit's cave appear the fittest 
places for preparing the soul for heaven, and the 
only places where entire holiness and purity are 
attainable in this world. Think what Paula may 
become, growing up and nurtured in the lap of 
the Church ! Nature has done what she can to 
make her a saint, and now grace will sanctify 
these dispositions." 

"Then thou wouldst have me follow Paula .^ 
Thou wouldst think me a nobler woman immured 
in the Monastery at Bethlehem than leading the 
life of a Roman l^dy ? " 

Alexis did not know what to say ; but Claudia 
awaited his answer with intense anxiety. As he 
did not speak she continued — " I am not con- 
verted to the new doctrines of our Church. I 
hold the same views as the early Christians did,, 
so I am sorry, Alexis, that I cannot do what 
would command more of thy esteem." 

" How can I wish anything that would separate 
us, dear Claudia } " he exclaimed, moved by her 
tone of wounded love and pride. " Have I not told 
thee how I loved before I knew thee — I could 
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not reverence thee more wert thou saint or 
angel.** 

The maiden faintly smiled ; pleasant as such 
words might be, she felt there was something of 
evasion in them. " I am only a weak woman, 
Alexis; but I should like to live such a life as 
would prepare me for the companionship of saints 
and angels. Dost thou think this impossible with 
my present mode of existence ? *' 

"I cannot judge for another, Claudia — I dare 
not say what is or is not possible for thee. But 
tell me, hast thou never considered the advantages 
of solitude — its calm and sanctity, its settled 
peace so unlike the hurry and tumult of the city } 
To me, whose heart is weary of itself and its 
sinfulness, the very thought of this perfect 
quietude is resting. Think of the blessedness of 
those who keep themselves unspotted from the 
world ! " 

" Blessed indeed ! but, Alexis, I find within 
myself a world harder to conquer than the world 
without ; if solitude would deliver me from temp- 
tation and ensure me all the graces of the Spirit, 
then indeed I would renounce everything that 
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bound me to my present active life — I would 
even give up the anticipation of a happy future 
as the beloved of Alexis." 

A gleam of hope shone through the young 
man's breast — might not his betrothed herself 
help him to keep that vow? "Art thou truly 
in earnest, my Claudia ? " he asked ; and then, as 
he looked at the beautiful face, lit up with 
enthusiasm, Alexis the lover sighed. 

" I am thankful thou wilt have no need to test 
my earnestness,** she replied with a bright smile, 
little imagining why the question had been asked. 
"Oh, Alexis, I shall want thee to help me in 
countless ways ; I am often impulsive, carried 
awa}'' by the feelings of the moment, — thou wilt 
teach me to be calm and prudent ; and then thou 
art learned — how I shall delight to profit by thy 
wisdom ; and above all, thou wilt help me to 
be good. I seem to be nearer heaven when thou 
art beside me.** 

" Now, Claudia, thou can*st not be serious ; I 
am the most sinful of men, and but a broken reed 
for thee to lean upon ; I beseech thee do not build 
upon anything I can do — except to love thee." 
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" If thou dost love me all else will be as I 
desire ; I have no fear for the future." 

"I wish I could feel equally free from care, 
Claudia ; the dearer thou art the more I tremble 
lest we stand in the way of each other's salvation. 
The penalty would be death, eternal death to us 
both, and oh ! the way to heaven is such a narrow 
one, full of self-denials, tribulations, and sorrows, 
and beset on every side by temptations ; it ever 
seemeth to me as if the evil one contrived to 
make us sin most deeply by means of our holiest 
affections, our innocent, natural desires — until I 
am ready to flee from everything I hold most 
precious, and bury myself in some unknown region, 
out of sight and sound of these temptations." 

Claudia looked grieved. "I do not see why 
we should be a hindrance to each other ; with the 
blessing of the Lord why should we fear to walk 
in company along this narrow path, cheering and 
strengthening each other? I see the dangers 
before and around us, but more clearly do I see 
a loving Providence watching over us. Does not 
God care for the things of this world } I cannot 
believe, Alexis, that He meant us to disown all 
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that is sweet and natural and innocent; why, 
heaven itself is full of love— the saints love each 
other there just as they loved on earth, only with 
tenfold ardour and purity. What is blessed in 
heaven can never be accursed on earth. But I 
am taking too much upon me to talk to thee 
thus; only let me say that sin and Satan are 
always as busy in my chamber when I retire for 
devotion as they are when I am mingling with 
my fellow creatures ; for myself a life of solitude 
and isolation would not conduce to holiness, 1 
should grow selfish and proud, and very soon 
unfit for the society of heaven; for I suppose 
hermits do not hope to spend a lonely, loveless 
life in Paradise. I want to find God everywhere, 
and if I do, how can any duties in life be common 
or unclean ? No, Alexis, instead of annihilating 
one half of my nature, I want to develop all the 
powers I have, that I may serve God better ; such 
a life as thou art so enamoured of would stunt 
the growth of all that is best within me — I should 
become lean in soul." 

"But some, dear Claudia, have found retire- 
ment from the world their only chance of heaven.'* 
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" And is it thine, Alexis ? " asked Claudia, with- 
drawing her hand from his clasp. " Is it thine ? 
Forget that thou wert betrothed to Claudia ; from 
this moment thou art free, and she will never 
accuse thee of dishonour." 

If Alexis had made promises to any other 
maiden and she had so frankly offered him his 
freedom, he might have taken her at her word ; 
but when Claudia said " Go," he had not strength 
to take advantage of her nobleness. 

" Thy words bind me to thee by an additional 
cord, sweet Claudia. Thy lofty soul is worthy 
of a better mate. We will seek the truth together, 
and if we find the path too strait for us to tread 
in company, we can then part, to meet in a kinder 
world than this." 



VI. 



" Jesus Christ was man ; but He was bom of a virgin : who can 
doubt then of His being come to save both sexes ? " — St. 
Augustine. 



5 



VL 

' A H, Lucia, this is kind of thee," exclaimed 
Claudia to her friend ; " I feared thou 
wouldst not come back in time, and to-morrow 
I leave the maiden ranks and am to be enrolled 
amongst the matrons." 

" Is it not very hasty ? " asked Lucia, returning 
Claudia's warm embrace. " I had scarcely heard 
of thy betrothal when my mother wrote to say 
that in a few days thou wouldst be taken to thy 
new home on the Coelian Hill. I felt I must see 
thee, though I shall pray to be excused from 
witnessing the show and splendour of thy bridal. 
Whilst thou art feasting and rejoicing, Lucia will 
pray for thee." 

" I shall value thy prayers, Lucia ; but wilt thou 
not come in the morning and weave my chaplet i 
and then thou wilt see Alexis." 
" Thou shalt present me to Alexis some day 
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before long, but not to-morrow ; he will only see 
one object, and that is thy beauteous self. Truly 
I was astonished to hear of this change in thy 
prospects, Claudia, and Alexis always seemed the 
least likely of men to seek a wife." 

" Well, Lucia, I was as much taken by surprise 
as thyself when my father first mentioned the 
subject to me; but in all Rome there is not a 
youth to equal Alexis in piety and charity." 

" That I well believe," returned Lucia ; " I 
honour Euphemian's son, and I know also the 
virtues of Murius' daughter, yet still I am greatly 
astonished. But art thou happy, Claudia t is thy 
heart content 1 " 

" I am very happy, Lucia ; but nothing is perfect 
here below. Alexis is peculiar even in his good- 
ness, and I have had some very anxious moments 
since this ring was placed upon my finger. One 
thing only prevents me from breaking the contract 
— Alexis loves me, and I am trusting to this love 
to make the future as bright as earth permits. I 
have missed thee so, Lucia; I knew not before 
how much I depended on thy sympathy." 

"Thou must look to another now, Claudia, for 
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sympathy and communion ; it is better I should 
be absent until thou hast learned the habit of 
looking to thy new friend for all human conso- 
lations." 

" But still I need thy friendship, Lucia ; thou 
wilt always be much to me without robbing Alexis 
of the least atom of his rights." 

A servant at this moment fetched Claudia to 
her mother's apartment, and Lucia had time to 
look around her. Rich garments, suited to the 
present rank and prospective dignity of the bride, 
lay folded together or were spread upon the 
cushions for inspection ; jewel cases, with their 
costly contents in glittering confusion, piles of 
finest linen and elegant requisites for the toilet, 
covered the tables, while every available place was 
occupied with books, vases, musical instruments, 
and Claudia's other possessions, which were ready 
for transporting to her future dwelling-place. 
Lucia ended her inspection with a sigh, and 
opening a small box she had brought with her, 
she took out something shrouded in a snowy 
napkin, and removing a vase from its niche she 
reverently bestowed her own mysterious offering 
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in the empty place. Then taking up a small roll 
of parchment she quietly read until Claudia's 
return. 

Lucia was a Greek girl who lived at Rome with 
her widowed mother ; but her early life had been 
spent in the East, where Christianity took a tone 
and colouring in harmony with the national 
character. Forms and ceremonies quickly overlaid 
the simple, primitive style of worship of the first 
Christians, and many of these innovations were 
being imitated in the West, where their influence 
was still more baneful than in the East, from a 
want of natural adaptiveness to the Western cast 
of mind. Having a highly imaginative tempera- 
ment and a great love of the artistic, Lucia was 
predisposed to adopt any Oriental extravagances, 
and although her piety was deep and genuine, it 
was strongly tinged with superstition. But while 
she advocated a magnificent ritual, her own 
manner of life was a daily self-renunciation ; her 
time was all given up to good works, and her 
gentle speech and behaviour to all who differed 
from herself in opinion was an amiable virtue 
appreciated by her Roman friends. 
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In person Lucia was tall and slender, with 
regular, classical features that would have been 
cold but for a pair of lovely eyes as blue as an 
Italian sky. She was attired in a plain white 
robe, that fastened round the throat and fell in 
heavy folds to her sandalled feet — confined at the 
waist by a woollen cord, to which was suspended 
her purse, her tablets, and a little case of imple- 
ments useful in her ministrations to the sick and 
poor. When abroad, Lucia wore a black gauze 
veil over her head and shoulders; but this was 
now laid aside, and the severe simplicity of her 
dress formed a marked contrast to the bright- 
hued silks and raiment of needlework scattered 
over the chamber. Not that the daughter of 
Murius was fond of finery ; she wore the dress 
becoming to her birth with as much humility, and 
certainly with less consciousness, than Lucia wore 
her singular costume. 

When Claudia came back she held in her hand 
a curious mirror framed in silver. 

" See, Lucia," she said, holding up the mirror, 
" Aglea sends this * to her well-beloved daughter,' 
so she already calls me ; I have done nothing to 
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deserve her love, but even now she treats me like 
her own child. She has just been with my 
mother, who finds her advice invaluable at this 
important time/' 

" It is beautiful," said Lucia, who could not 
withhold her admiration of the mirror ; " but this 
silver, Claudia — forgive me thinking of the poor 
as I feel its weight ; were it in coins how many 
hungry beggars it would feed ! " 

** I cannot turn it into money, Lucia ; that 
would be a slight to Aglea, who requested me to 
use her present daily. But a large sum will be 
distributed to the poor to-morrow — Alexis has 
always been bountiful." 

"Yes, every beggar in Rome speaks in his 
praise ; still, notwithstanding the benevolence of 
certain of our citizens, thou wouldst sc?irce believe 
how many poor creatures die of want. But now, 
Claudia, behold what I have brought as my 
offering." Lucia turned to the niche, and re- 
moving the napkin disclosed to view a small 
female figure sculptured in white marble. 

** How exquisite ! " exclaimed Claudia, stretching 
out her hand to examine the carving more closely. 
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But Lucia stopped her. "Be reverent, my 
friend ; this is an image of the ' mother of God.' '* 

Claudia's hand dropped to her side, and she 
gazed at Lucia with astonishment, and almost with 
horror. The worship of Mary had been recently 
introduced into Italy by a small sect of Thracian 
women who constituted themselves an order of 
priestesses devoted to her service ; but the custom 
was regarded as idolatrous by most Christians, 
and universally condemned. 

"Oh, Lucia, surely thou hast not become a 
believer in the new heresies, that seem to me to 
surpass all others in their want of scriptural 
authority ! Thou wilt forgive me for saying that 
the title thou hast just conferred upon the Virgin 
Mary to me soundeth blasphemous." 

" But dost thou not remember what Elizabeth 
said, when the blessed Mary visited her, ' Whence 
is this to me, that the mother of my Lord should 
come to me } ' — ^wherein lieth the difference } " 

" Perhaps one unacquainted with the sacred 
writings might think the difference very trifling, 
but thou hast diligently studied the Gospels and 
must perceive a broad distinction. Many called 
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our Saviour ' Lord ' who would not have addressed 
Him as 'God/ I express myself ill, but I do 
marvel at those who are ever discovering some 
new doctrine in the most obscure passages of 
God's Word — indeed some of these latest en- 
croachments on our simple religious customs do 
not even pretend to quote any authority for their 
existence, saving that it pleased a rich bishop, 
or other dignitary, that certain things should be 
as binding as the holy law itself.*' 

" Nay, good Claudia, I entreat thee be not so 
narrow and harsh in thy judgments. A want has 
been long felt in the Church, which has at last 
been supplied by the recognition of the blessed 
Virgin's claims to adoration." 

" Dear Lucia, what desires hast thou ever had 
that thy Saviour and Creator could not satisfy ? " 

" I speak not so much for myself ; thou knowest 
how, years ago, I consecrated my life to the Lord, 
and He has made my service happy by His jsmile 
and lightened every burden by His love. But 
some, dear Claudia, some women say they cannot 
find in the Master a full response to their longings, 
and they think a tender woman's heart would 
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better understand their weaknesses and their 
pecuh'ar sorrows." 

"And canst thou lend an ear to maxims so 
dishonouring to thy Saviour ? They who find 
any lack of tenderness in His nature have never 
known Him ! Did not Christ carry our sorrows 
and feel the weight of every erne? and can there 
be a sin that He does not know how to pardon ? 
Why, we Christians boast that our God responds 
to the heart's deepest wants and emotions, because 
He Himself formed the heart, with all its capa- 
bilities of joy and pain. And I think, Lucia, 
if Christ had not possessed both natures, the 
manly and the womanly. He could hardly have 
been the Saviour of both ; but I rejoice to believe 
that He has our nature, thine and mine, Lucia, 
and has carried it to heaven with Him. Do not 
be influenced by this new sect, dear friend ; hither- 
to thy life has been so beautiful in its singleness 
of purpose, thou hast been as a light in the dark 
comers of this city. I cannot bear to think that 
all this should be marred by such shallow errors.*' 

" I am sorry to grieve thee, Claudia, but the 
exaltation of the Virgin commendeth itself to 
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me. I find the thought of her helpful, and I 
believe that she must exercise great power in the 
kingdom of heaven : if so, why should I miss 
the benefit of her favour ? Do not fear for me, 
I shall not rob my Master of any love ; indeed 
I must tell thee that I have taken a solemn vow 
of perpetual virginity, and my mother has con- 
sented that my dowry shall be given to the 
poor." 

'^'And thou wilt never marry, Lucia? I am 
happy enough in my Alexis to wish thou hadst 
the same joy." 

"My joy, perchance, is not less than thine, 
Claudia; my maidenhood has long been secretly 
dedicated to Jesus Christ, and I have never 
wavered for a moment ; not because trials and 
temptations have been wanting, but because I 
take a true delight in my unfettered state. There 
is no self-denial in my choice, more than thou dost 
experience in becoming the wife of Alexis." 

" Sweet Lucia, I love thee and admire thee, but 
thou hast not convinced me by thy arguments. 
Now I am troubled about thy gift, — I cannot 
regard it as sacred, nor can I give it up. I will 



The Statue. ^^ 



tell thee — it shall be carried to my private 
chamber and have an honourable place, not as the 
Virgin Mary, but as a remembrance of Lucia. I 
shall get in time to think that it resembles thee ; 
the pure white marble, at least, will remind me of 
thy many virtues." 

" As thou wilt, Claudia ; perhaps thou wilt 
change thy opinions some day, and the image 
will then serve a better purpose and fulfil its 
original design." 



VII. 



"Neither voluntary poverty, nor martyrdom, nor anything else 
we may do, may testify in our favour, if we have not attained to the 
crowning virtue of love. * — Chrysostom. 



VII. 

\ 7[ /"HEN the sun rose on the bridal morning it 
found Alexis in the little chapel where he 
had kept Idnely vigil through the night. He had 
expected to meet Heron at this place, but there 
were no signs of his return, and, to confess the 
truth, Alexis was considerably relieved by his 
protracted absence. Even without the scornful 
questionings of his friend, Alexis felt strangely 
enough on this bright autumn morning; the 
natural man experienced some of the joy of a 
bridegroom, the spiritual man felt guilty and 
bewildered, for the broken vow hung like a mill- 
stone round his neck, and was a check on every 
happy thought, on every pleasant little dream, 
in which his humanity indulged. No sleep had 
visited his eyes; he had prayed and meditated, 
and then fallen to prayer again when his thoughts 
became too troublesome, until the increasing light 

6 
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warned him to betake himself to his chamber, if 
he desired to avoid meeting his guests in his 
present unfestive raiment. 

As he passed through the mansion he found 
everyone astir ; garlands of fresh flowers were 
being hung round the doors, servants were un- 
sealing large jars of wine, cooks were bringing their 
delicate confections from the kitchens and pantries, 
cheerful voices sounded in every room, and above 
them all rose the voice of Euphemian giving his 
commands with undisguised satisfaction, while now 
and then Aglea's sweet treble could be heard 
directing, praising, and quickening the servitors, 
with an undertone of happiness discernible in her 
simplest words. Alexis hurried past these workers 
unperceived, but he detected the spirit of gladness 
that filled the house and that filled the hearts of 
those he loved. Was his marriage such a sih 
when they were being made so happy by it } 
After refreshing himself with a bath, which partly 
removed the traces of the last night's austerities, 
he gave himself up to the hands of his friends and 
attendants to be anointed, perfumed, and decked 
out like a lamb for the sacrifice. 
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Claudia had spent the first hours of the night 
in prayer; not lightly could she leave the home 
of her childhood or change her manner of life; 
in her cup of happiness were mingled some 
anxieties, and when she slept her dreams were 
both of sadness and of joy ; tears were on her 
cheeks when she awoke, but there was a smile on 
her lips, and the hopefulness of youth quickly 
dispelled all forebodings of evil, as her maidens 
dressed her soft, dark hair, and clothed her in the 
simple robe that she had chosen as most becoming 
to a Christian bride. 

In the early days of Christianity many customs 
that were pagan in their origin still clung to those 
who had renounced idolatry; but these customs 
were so interwoven with the national laws and 
ceremonies that it was very difficult to become 
entirely free from their influence. What was 
harmless and merely significant of domestic and 
social usages they retained, in some instances 
attaching to them a Christian meaning. Claudia's 
handmaids did not part her locks with a spear, 
after ^e manner of Roman ladies in olden times, 
but they crowned her with a chaplet of flowers and 
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covered her with the veil or flammeum proper to 
this occasion. A distaff and spindle were likewise 
borne along with her when, towards evening, a 
band of Christian youths and maidens accompanied 
her to the bridegroom's home, making the twilight 
luminous by the number of torches which they 
carried. 

At the gates Euphemian and Aglea received 
their new daughter with warm embraces, and con- 
ducted her, with many loving words, to the house 
where Alexis and his friends were awaiting her 
arrival. On the threshold stood the bridegroom 
and the Bishop of Rome, Innocent I., and as 

• 

Claudia passed beneath the doorway, the Bishop 
joined the hands of the youthful pair, and after 
they had each made promises of love and faith- 
fulness, he solemnly blessed their union. Then 
Alexis took his beautiful, bashful bride to the 
seat of honour, while friends gathered round them 
both, showering congratulations and wishes of 
future bliss. No wonder that Claudia dismissed 
the last lingering doubt, and thought herself the 
most blessed and favoured of womankind. # 
An hour or two sped joyously ; the feast began, 
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enlivened by the melodious voices of a band of 
choristers, who sang at intervals some of the 
jubilant psalms of David. 

" Drink with me, beloved," whispered Alexis to 
his fair wife, as Euphemian ceremoniously filled a 
curious crystal cup with ruby wine and set it 
before his children. 

" Do thou first taste the wine," replied Claudia, 
with cheeks that rivalled the rosy liquid. 

Alexis smiled, and after touching the jewelled 
rim with his lips he placed the cup in Claudia's 
hands. At that moment a glad strain burst forth 
from the singers : — 

" The Lord bless thee, and keep thee ; 
The Lord make His face shine upon thee, and be gracious unto 

thee ; 
The Lord lift up His countenance upon thee, and give thee peace." 

Claudia tasted the wine and turned to Alexis 
with beaming looks, seeking in his eyes an answer 
to her own sunny thoughts ; but the bridegroom's 
face had suddenly changed, he was pale and 
trembling, and there was an expression of remorse 
and anguish in the eyes that, a few moments 
before, had been soft and tender with love. 
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"Alexis, thou art ill," exclaimed Claudia in 
alarm. 

" Oh no, not ill," replied he, in a strange, hollow 
voice ; " but this chamber is so heated-r-dost thou 
not find it so, Claudia ? And gay scenes always 
tend to make me melancholy rather than merry. 
Here is my mother ; thou shalt talk to her while 
I breathe a cooler air for a brief space; but say 
nothing to Aglea of this. I will be with thee anon. 
I see the guests are moving from the tables," and 
making some trifling excuse to Aglea, and gently 
pressing Claudia's hand, Alexis withdrew. 

A chill of disappointment passed through 
Claudia's heart, and as she tried to talk un- 
concernedly to Aglea she was casting over in her 
own mind what had caused this perplexing change 
in Alexis ; was it really the heat of the apart- 
ment } It did not feel oppressive to her, and would 
a temporary ailment account for that startled look 
of terror and pain } Ah, Claudia, thou didst not 
see the tall spectre that for an instant appeared 
in the opposite doorway and then vanished ; yet 
if thou hadst been looking straight before thee, 
instead of mirroring thy sweet image in the crystal 
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loving-cup, thou wouldst have felt no alarm, 
perhaps a sh'ght surprise at such a famished 
apparition in such an abode of plenty; certainly 
it would not have solved thy riddle. 

"Now indeed our home will be complete," Aglea 
was saying; **! cannot tell thee, Claudia, how 
thankful we feel to-day — I have scarce a wish 
left in my heart now unfulfilled. This morning I 
almost trembled lest aught should happen, so few 
mortals have their desires perfectly realised. 
Alexis hath been a good son, but his very good- 
ness was oftentimes a source of trouble." 

" I think I understand thee," murmured Claudia. 

" Yes, doubtless he hath told thee of his leanings 
towards asceticism; but all that is gone by, he 
hath passed the Rubicon, and is safe. Thou hast 
saved him, my beloved daughter, from a miserable 
life, for his affectionate soul would have starved, 
cut off from companionship and love." 

"He hath been healthful, I suppose?" asked 
the bride, with some hesitation; "not subject to 
any sudden sickness ? " 

" Oh no, he hath seldom had any ailment since 
childhood ; I say not that he is as robust as many 
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men, he could not bear the fatigues that thy brave 
father Murius endures, but compared to the young 
Romans of to-day he is strong and vigorous. But 
surely he is tarrying long from thy side ; he will 
merit a chiding for this loitering." 

Claudia made light of it, but she could not help 
feeling somewhat aggrieved, and when the minutes 
passed and still no signs of Alexis, she quietly 
retired to a small apartment adjoining, that had 
been prepared for her own use, saying that doubt- 
less the truant was there waiting to speak with her. 
But no, the apartment was empty, and resolving 
to remain there until her husband came to seek 
her, Claudia sat down to think and wonder. 

It was Heron who had so unexpectedly intruded 
upon the marriage feast and made poor Alexis 
feel like another Belshazzar, but the unwelcome 
apparition had disappeared so mysteriously that 
he was in some doubt as to whether it was really 
the pilgrim himself or merely the creation of his 
own conscience. But whether this was Heron or 
his phantom, Alexis was drawn forth as by an 
irresistible fascination ; he felt impelled to go and 
seek his friend or his friend's shadow. On leaving 
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the banqueting room he bent his steps in the 
direction of their usual place of meeting, but before 
he had reached the spot, the tall, gaunt form of 
Heron himself emerged from amongst the trees 
and stood before him. Alexis was speechless, and 
for a few seconds Heron regarded him with evident 
scorn and pity, 

" And this is how the son of Euphemian keeps 
his vow of celibacy ! Did I not warn thee against 
women, Alexis? Thou hast been quickly en- 
snared; the beauteous Delilah hath not lost a 
moon, lest Heron should return and spoil her 
sport." 

" Hush, Heron ! " cried Alexis with kindling eyes 
and swelling heart ; " I will not hear thee speak 
thus of Claudia, the purest-minded maiden that 
ever lived ; think not she urged this haste — she 
only begged for a delay ; but Euphemian and Murius 
judged this time the best. Had Claudia known of 
my vow, no power on earth would have induced her 
to place her hand in mine." 

Heron curled his lips incredulously, and while 
Alexis felt his indignation rising, he saw it was 
useless to try to convince the reformed profligate 
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that modesty and artlessness were not obsolete 
virtues. 

" Still, I ask, what hast thou to do with the world ? 
How long wilt thou dwell under the shadow of that 
house and be prisoned by this smoking city ? 
What led thee to break thy vow ? Of what wert 
thou afraid ? Didst thou fear hideous solitary 
places ? Does labour appal thee ? Dost thou think 
of thy diet ? faith fears no hunger. Dost thou 
dread lying upon the naked ground, worn out with 
fasting ? " 

Without seeming to expect an answer to his 
questions. Heron threw up his arms and continued 
in a sort of rhapsody: "O Wilderness, always 
covered with the flowers of Paradise ! O Solitude, 
where are to be found the stones that are to build 
the City of the Great King ! O blessed Retire- 
ment, where man may hold familiar converse 
with Jehovah ! " 

'' It is too late now," said Alexis, recalling Heron's 
attention ; " the deed is done — I am bound to 
Claudia for life." 

" And thou thinkest to escape Divine wrath with 
such an excuse as that ! I had a vision last night. 
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Alexis. I was far from here, and the night had set 
in, but I saw thee sinking to perdition, and a voice 
came to me, ' Go with speed and rescue this soul.' 
At that hour I rose up and hastened to this place, 
and so dear was thy soul to Heron that he stopped 
not even to quench his thirst at the spring, or to 
bind up his feet, torn with the roughness of the 
way." 

Alexis glanced involuntarily at the naked feet 
that had gone so many weary miles ; the moon 
was shining clearly, and he could see that they 
were bleeding then ; indeed, there was altogether 
a change in the enthusiast — ^his form was more 
emaciated, his looks were fiercer and harder than 
before, and his eyes burned with a wild, unsettled 
light. What a contrast to the bridegroom, with his 
rich dress, well sandalled feet, and sweet perfumes! 
yet under the bright-hued garments there was a 
coarse shirt of hair, and several unhealed wounds, 
caused by severe penance. Ah ! 'twas none of 
those things that Heron enumerated that scared 
the soul of Alexis, none knew of his penances, and 
least of all did Heron suspect their sharpness and 
frequency. 
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"I indeed find thee on the very verge of perdition," 
continued the fanatic, " but say not it is too late ; 
thou didst perjure thyself when promises were 
made to Claudia ; these promises are void, for 
already thou wert married to the Church — she is 
thy lawful bride, and none other." 

Alexis quailed before this view of his espousals ; 
perhaps there was a latent sense of satisfaction in 
his heart when he thought that the deed was 
irrevocable. 

" Thou must break these bonds at once," went 
on the inexorable Heron, " this very hour, and fly, 
or I must utter such a curse as shall blast this fine 
mansion as with lightning from Heaven ; every 
hope of thine will wither, thy dainty mistress will 
droop before thine eyes " 

'* Curse not the good and innocent ! Spare my 
wife, Heron," cried Alexis, lifting his arm as if to 
ward off the evil from his dear Claudia. " Spare 
her and my aged parents, and do with me as thou 
wilt" 

** If thou art desirous to be perfect, get thee out 
of thy country, as Abraham did ; leave thy kindred, 
and get thee to an unknown place. Strip thyself 
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of all things ; thou wilt say this is hard, but the 
recompense is infinite." 

" It shall be as thou dost order," groaned Alexis, 
no longer irresolute. '' In one half hour from this 
time I will meet thee in the chapel, and thou shalt 
give me thy parting words." 

" Thou wouldst still linger, Alexis ; why rob the 
Lord of another span of time ? Bring not thy soul 
so near temptation again ; fly now, this moment 1 
Trust not thyself in the world for one half 
hour." 

" I have a duty to perform," replied Alexis firmly, 
"and were it left undone I should feel for ever 
bound. The Lord will acquit me in this matter, 
for He loveth mercy." 

"Aye, and He deals out justice too. But get 
thee gone now, and use secrecy and speed, or, after 
all, thou wilt go headlong to destruction." 

Heron strode away with a lofty air, and Alexis, 
with a heavy heart, returned to the house. First 
he went to his own chamber, and took something 
out of a new sandal-wood box, and without pausing 
a moment to think, he looked into the room where 
he had left Claudia. A glance showed him that 
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she was not there, and he was going to find her 
when his mother caught him by the sleeve. 

" Where hast thou been, Alexis ? I fear me that 
Claudia is thinking thee unkind ; she left us with a 
very serious brow." 

" I will speak to her, mother," replied he ; " my 
absence must not be taken as a sign of neglect I 
am glad thou wilt have a daughter to comfort thee." 
He gently loosened himself from Aglea*s detaining 
hand, but he longed to throw his arms around her 
neck and say farewell. 

Claudia hastily brushed away a few tears when 
she heard her bridegroom's step, but the traces were 
on her cheek, and she expected he would chide her, 
but he hardly raised his eyes to her face. 

" My Claudia will be repenting of her marriage 
already, I doubt not," he said, coming to her side 
and taking her hand. 

"Others will think thy behaviour strange if 
Claudia does not," she replied a little coldly. 

" I can bear the hard thoughts of others if only 
my sweet wife will be convinced that she is loved 
faithfully and tenderly. My conduct may perplex 
and grieve thee, dear one, for I am an ill-fated being. 
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but I want thee to promise me now, that however 
strange the actions of thine Alexis appear, thou 
wilt never doubt his love for thee and his wish for 
thy best happiness." 

Claudia looked surprised. " Why dost thou ask 
me this ? Hast thou some hidden secret in thy 
breast that Claudia may not know } Why shouldst 
thou ever perplex and grieve me? " 

*' I am but preparing thee for anything that may 
arise, dear love. Sit thee here beside me for a 
moment,, nestle thine head upon my breast, and do 
not tremble so. Dost thou not see my meaning, 
that I would secure thy trust in me beforehand ? 
Now wilt thou not pledge thy word never to 
doubt me ? " 

After a little silence Claudia replied, " Thou 
hast filled me with dark forebodings, but I give 
thee my word. Oh, Alexis, I did not think this 
morning that we should have such a cloudy 
sunset — thou wert like another creature when 
I met thee on the threshold." 

Every word she uttered pierced Alexis to 
the heart, but he was too much stunned to 
betray his anguish, and ^he felt he had no 
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time for indulging his feelings ; he was jealously 
counting the moments as they flew — ^he knew 
that more than half his time was gone already. 

" There is a bright to-morrow for us some- 
where/* he answered ; " but I came to bring 
thee these remembrances of our love — they can- 
not add to my Claudia's beauty, but she will 
not think them beneath her acceptance," and 
he placed a ring of gold upon her finger, and 
fastened round her waist a girdle of precious 
stones. Viewing her from head to foot, he 
thought she had never seemed so fair before ; 
then he embraced her fondly, kissing her lips, 
her brow, her soft, dark hair, and inwardly 
murmuring a farewell, he resolutely put her 
from him, saying, " I dare not keep thee longer, 
sweet one ; the matrons will fetch thee ; I have 
another part to play." 

With yet one more caress, Alexis turned to 
go, looking back to smile ere he closed the 
door; 'twas the last smile that ever lit up his 
pleasant features, and it made Claudia sigh 
unconsciously. 

The deepening shadows befriended Alexis ; 
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he escaped from the mansion unobserved, and 
gh'ding along an unfrequented pathway he 
gained the chapel. Heron's fierce eyes gleamed 
with approval and satisfaction as he heard 
the footfall and detected the rustling of Alexis' 
silken robe. 

"Quick," cried the pilgrim, "thou hast not 
an instant to lose." As he spoke he took off 
his own threadbare cloak and threw it over his 
friend. "Off with thy sandals," he added, "or 
they will betray thee ; these other badges of 
the world thou canst cast away as soon as thou 
canst procure a hermit's frock." 

The length of the cloak effectually concealed 
the bridegroom's gay habiliments, and with the 
hood well drawn over his face it would have 
been hard for any one to have recognised the 
son of the senator Euphemian. 

"Follow me," was Heron's next command, 
and leading the way to the river-side he un- 
moored a small boat, and after motioning for 
Alexis to step in, he pushed the boat out into 
the current, and waved a triumphant adieu to 
the voyager. 

7 



VIII. 

" Like a benevolent, peace-bringing, friendly angel, the re- 
membrance of Christ, our dearly beloved Master, presents itself to 
us in the midst of our despondency." — St. Nilus. 



VIH 

A WHISPER went round amongst the 
wedding guests concerning the absence of 
their youthful host and hostess ; some hinted at 
sudden indisposition, others thought it must be 
according to a new fashion of which they had not 
heard — for were not the customs always changing 
in these days ? — but a few older guests frowned, and 
more than hinted at discourtesy and folly. The 
quick eye of Aglea saw the frown, and her ear 
caught the sense of those whispered comments 
on her son's strange forgetfulness, and feeling 
restless and uneasy herself, with an attempt at 
playfulness, she took the wife of Murius by the 
hand, saying aloud, 

" Let us go and fetch these dear children of 
ours ; we miss both light and music when thy 
Claudia's bright eyes cease to shine on us and 
her voice is silent." 
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"Think what our home will be, wanting her 
presence," replied the mother sadly, as she accom- 
panied Aglea. 

They rapped lightly at the door of Claudia's 
little room, and went in prepared to administer a 
gentle reproof to Alexis for such lack of courtesy 
to his friends ; but to their surprise he was not 
there — Claudia was alone in the moonlight which 
streamed in through the lattice. 

'* Where is Alexis ? " asked Aglea. 

" Nay, methought he was with thee and thy 
company," replied Claudia, with equal surprise. 
" He said thou wouldst come for me ; 'tis not long 
since he was here and gave me this ring and 
girdle." 

"It is strange," said Aglea, and calling to a 
servant she bade him go to the chamber of Alexis 
and see if he was there. The servant soon 
returned to say that his master was not there, and 
then other servants were questioned as to whether 
they had seen Alexis leave the house; one of 
them thought he had seen someone speaking 
with his master near the gate. It certainly was 
very strange, and although there did not seem 
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cause for serious anxiety, an undefinable alarm 
took possession of Aglea's mind, and she hastened 
back to her husband and told him that their son 
was missing. 

Euphemian felt more annoyance than fear, and 
began to apologise for the unusual behaviour of 
Alexis. His great happiness must have overcome 
him. 

" This is no matter for j esting, Euphemian," said 
Aglea; "I have a misgiving that some evil hath 
befallen him." 

The guests began to suggest' and advise and 
wonder, then scattered themselves over the house 
and grounds in search of the missing one. Claudia 
and her mother had lingered behind, for the poor 
bride did not like to expose herself to unthinking 
remarks and painful questionings. 

" Canst thou guess what this meaneth } " asked 
her mother ; " did Alexis say aught that would 
give thee a clue to this extraordinary treatment 
of thee .? " 

** I think he wished to prepare me for something 
I know not what ; he made me promise to trust 
him whatever came to pass; perhaps he is only 
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gone for a little time just to try my faith and 
love." 

" My daughter, I should doubt his love were he 
to act so cruelly, to-day above all days ; it would 
be an unpardonable deed. Thou dost not upbraid 
this unkindness, but I know thy heart is wounded." 

Claudia did not reply; she was clasping and 
unclasping the jewelled girdle with trembling 
fingers, her eyes were tearless but her heart wept ; 
wounded indeed she was, and though she heard 
the tumult in the house and knew its import, she 
repeated her promise over and over, and determined 
to trust and believe. Presently Euphemian and 
Murius came in followed by Aglea, who was now 
much excited. The servant who had seen Alexis 
was called again and more closely questioned. 
When he described the appearance of the stranger 
who was talking with him, Aglea cried out, 

*' It was Heron ! he has returned and stolen 
our Alexis from us ! That wild zealot hath long 
been endeavouring to destroy our happiness. 
Alas ! what hath he done with our son ? " 

At the mention of Heron's name even Euphemian 
turned somewhat pale, and Claudia, with only a 
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vague idea of what was dreaded, felt sick with 
apprehension. 

" Be not cast down, my child," said Murius ; " all 
may be well to-morrow. Alexis could not live 
without thee long ; wherever he is gone, and what- 
ever keeps him now, love will draw him back 
again." 

She looked gratefully at her father but shook 
her head despondingly, and when Aglea again 
broke forth into lamentations, she fell swooning 
into Murius' arms. 

It was growing late, and the guests all took their 
leave, offering help next day if needed, and the 
house seemed strangely quiet ; the remnants of the 
feast still covered the tables, the garlands drooped 
around the doorways, and the bride's chaplet had 
been crushed and trampled by the feet of those 
who brought back animation to the unhappy 
Claudia's frame. Night brought no sleep to any 
in that mansion. Euphemian directed ten of his 
most trusty servants to start at daybreak in 
different directions to seek some traces of Alexis 
or Heron, while he and Murius would search every 
corner of the city of Rome. 
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Their plans were carried out, and day after day 
and week after week their efforts were unwearied 
but still unsuccessful: Heron had vanished as 
entirely as his victim. Then the poor women 
gave themselves up to grief; Aglea spread sack- 
cloth on the ground, and sprinkling it with ashes, 
sat down upon it, while Claudia put on widow's 
attire, darkened her windows, and wept continually. 
Euphemian's sorrow was restless ; he could not give 
up the search, and he sent messengers to all parts 
of the world to seek his son, but still in vain. 

The old home at length became too painful a 
spot for Aglea to dwell in, and as months rolled 
on and no tidings came, Euphemian left the 
Ccelian Hill and hired a pleasant stately dwelling 
in the city, and removed there with his household, 
which was very numerous. Claudia remained with 
them, although Murius desired to have her with 
him again ; she felt her lot was with the parents 
of her Alexis, who needed a daughter's attention 
and devotion ; if he returned she would be found 
in her place as his wife, and bravely she tried to 
suppress her own consuming grief that she might 
cheer Euphemian and minister to the broken- 
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hearted Aglea. In her chamber only would 
Claudia give way to the anguish of her soul ; the 
dark uncertainty, the peculiar mystery that hung 
over her husband's fate, gnawed like a canker- 
worm ; all the stories she had heard of self-inflicted 
torture, of lonely life in the desert, with every 
possible privation and misery — these scared her 
fitful slumbers, or drove sleep entirely from her 
eyelids. And then came sadder thoughts still — 
fears lest Alexis should miss the way to heaven 
after he had piled up a mountain of unavailing 
works. This, too, was the sharpest sting in Aglea's 
sorrow; she distrusted Heron altogether as a 
spiritual guide, for he who could persuade another 
to inflict such a cruel wrong upon the innocent, 
trusting wife he had just sworn to protect and 
cherish — a wife whose piety and charity were 
widely known — he who could advise all this had 
assuredly received his wisdom from beneath and 
not from above. 

About this time the learned Augustine, Bishop 
of Hippo, visited Rome, and hearing someone 
speak of the inconsolable grief of Aglea and the 
untimely widowhood of one of the fairest women 
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in the city, the good man expressed a desire to 
see these afflicted ladies and converse with them. 
His wish was told to Euphemian, who sought the 
Bishop, and introduced him to the presence of his 
wife and daughter-in-law, hoping that this holy 
servant might speak some words of comfort. The 
sight of Aglea's worn countenance, furrowed with 
tears, greatly moved Augustine. 

"The Lord give thee peace, my daughter," he 
said, in answer to her salutation ; '* I have heard 
of thy bereavement, and how thou mournest with- 
out ceasing for thine only son. But, lady, thy 
cross might have been a heavier one ; in thy dark 
cloud are many rifts of light ; thine eyes are 
dim and thy faith obscured, or thou wouldst see 
cause to hope and praise as well as to weep* 
Listen to an old man's confession, and bless God 
for even a wandering Alexis. My mother was a 
woman of exceeding gentleness and piety ; from 
my earliest infancy she laboured to implant holy 
thoughts and desires in my soul; she daily lived 
before me the Christian life, a pure and beautiful 
life, that made religion seem a real and blessed 
thing. And yet, with all this before me and the 
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knowledge I had of Christianity, when I bdgan to 
arrive at manhood I forsook godly ways and 
plunged into sin. Canst thou not imagine the 
disappointment and agony of my mother's heart ? 
From city to city she followed me with prayers 
and tears ; again and again the remembrance of 
her love and goodness saved me from deeper 
transgressions ; but when my course of dissipation 
had been run, and I turned, sick and loathing, from 
the unsatisfying pleasures of the world, I fell into 
such errors of doctrine, and used my talents to 
advance such unscriptural theories, that Monica's 
hopes were again miserably deceived. But her 
believing prayers never ceased, and at last she had 
the joy of seeing me once more as a little child, 
willing to be taught the way of life. 

" Seven weeks ago I laid my mother in the tomb ; 
her faith while living was a rebuke to all who 
doubted God's love and faithfulness, and now she 
sleeps in death her son remains as a witness that 
the Lord hears and answers a mother's prayers. 
Thou canst not follow thine Alexis, but in thy 
gloomiest moments thou hast never doubted his 
sincerity and goodness; never hast thou been 
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made to blush for the evil reports of his doings. 
Is this no mercy, lady ? brings this no solace to 
thy mind ? Is not the memory of one-and-twenty 
blameless years a source of pleasure now ? Ah, 
when I closed my mother's eyes in their last sleep, 
how bitterly I repented having caused those blessed 
eyes to shed so many tears over my wa3rwardness 
and sins ! 

"And thou, sweet lady," turning to Claudia, 
hast also room for some rejoicing. Thou hast not 
been forsaken for the smiles of any other woman ; 
thy rival in the heart of Alexis is the Lord Jesus 
Himself; thou art not jealous of thy Saviour? 
Is He not thy spouse also ? In him Alexis and 
thou art one for ever. Wilt thou not give thy 
husband up for Christ's sake ? I say not that he 
pleased his God when he deserted thee with the 
marriage blessing fresh upon him ; but may we not 
think that he erred unwittingly, and while he 
failed to satisfy the highest requirement of the 

law — which is love — thou mayest find abundant 
compensation for thy woes in being brought thy- 
self very near to the compassionate heart of 
Jesus." 



IX. 



*' He will change his place, but not the anguish of his heart. He 
will rather nourish and increase his temptations." — St. NiLUS. 



IX. 

* T S this all a dream ? " thought Alexis as he 

^ floated along. 

Everything had been done so quietly, and he 
had been so hurried forward by a will stronger 
than his own, that he might well question the 
reality of his situation. The gentle ripple of the 
waters, across which the silvery moon-rays 
shimmered, the river banks that seemed to flit by 
him, the loneliness, and the uncertainty as to 
whither he was going — all was dreamy and un- 
natural. Lightly the boat sped along at the mercy 
of the current, and Alexis sat passive, and wished 
— if this were real — that he might drift away to 
the sea, and end his doubts and troubles beneath 
the waves of the Mediterranean. 

After a while he lifted his hand to push back 
the hood from his face, and something on his 
finger flashed in the moonlight ; his hand dropped 

8 
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again on his knee. It was indeed no dream^ and 
a sob might have been heard as he drew off a ring 
that Claudia had given him the evening they 
were betrothed — ^and passionately kissed it. Once 
beginning to realise the extent of the sacrifice he 
had made^ doubt and despair took possession of 
his soul, and he lay down in the boat, giving way 
to tears and groans. In fancy he saw Claudia's 
misery and surprise; he witnessed his mother's 
unavailing grief and his father's disappointment ; 
he heard them calling him, and imagined the search 
that would be made, and he saw Heron's mocking 
smile at their useless efforts at discovery. And 
for what, he asked himself, had he wrecked his 
earthly happiness ? Did it not seem as if he had 
left purity and peace and heaven behind him ? 

Moaning and lamenting, he took no note of time 
until the boat struck heavily against something, 
and her rapid course was stopped for a few 
moments. The shock roused Alexis. He raised 
himself up and looked around. At first he was too 
much dazzled to see anything clearly, for the soft 
moonlight was gone and the sun was high in the 
heavens, and over river^ sky, and land there was 
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unclouded brightness. A second shock, heavier 
than the first, quickened Alexis' senses ; he 
perceived that he was near a landing-place that 
jutted out into the stream, and as the boat righted 
herself from the rebound and again was about to 
speed on her course, Alexis stretched out his arm 
and grasped the projecting woodwork. It required 
all his strength to maintain his hold and draw the 
skiff close to the pier, but the instinct of self- 
preservation rose above his despair. The first 
signs of danger proved that love of life was really 
stronger than his desire for death. When safely 
landed, Alexis found that he was near a small 
village, and so to avoid communication with any- 
one he immediately pursued his way along the 
margin of the river, thinking that surely he could 
not be far from the mouth of the Tiber, and near to 
the port of Ostia. Either he was further from his 
destination than he supposed, or he was weakened 
by fasting and grief, but before the port came in 
sight he could scarcely drag his weary limbs along. 
Once or twice he sat down on the ground and 
leaned his brow upon his knees, too tired now even 
for regrettiflg the past or thinking of the future ; 
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but the sound of footsteps urged him onward lest 
he should be questioned and suspected. 

At last he entered the streets of Ostia, and 
remembering Heron's direction, and feeling his own 
rich garments cumbersome for travel, he procured 
a coarse tunic such as the peasants usually wore 
in exchange for a small chain of gold, for purse 
he had none, having cast it away with his sandals, 
and doubtless Heron had already given its contents 
to the first beggar he had met. With the tunic 
folded beneath his mantle Alexis next bent his 
steps to the shore in search of a vessel that would 
set sail immediately. After some inquiries and 
having to meet many inquisitive looks, he discovered 
a ship bound for Alexandria that was making 
ready to depart with the next tide, and the master 
agreed to take the beloved Claudia's ring as pay- 
ment for the fugitive's passage. It was like cutting 
off his hand to part with this pledge, but while he 
kept it Alexis felt that his sacrifice was not complete. 
Little did the maiden think, when she placed the 
sparkling jewel on his finger, her own trembling 
the while with happiness, that that gem would pay 
for his being wafted from her across the sea. 
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While standing on the quay, waiting to go on 
board, Alexis attracted the attention of a fisher- 
man's wife. She admired his handsome features 
and then observed how sad and weary he looked, 
and supposing from his threadbare cloak that he 
was a poor monk, and being kind of heart, she 
fetched a loaf from her cottage and offered it to 
him. His face flushed and he drew back. It was 
hard for the son of the wealthy Euphemian, for 
the courtier, the favourite of an emperor, to 
become an object of charity and receive bread 
from a poor peasant woman. But he was hungry, 
almost fainting, and before the proud refusal was 
uttered, he remembered that he was poor himself 
now, and must henceforth subsist chiefly on the 
bounty of others. So with humble thanks he took 
the loaf, and instantly began to satisfy his craving 
appetite. Refreshed and strengthened, the future 
did not look so utterly dreary ; and when Alexis 
lay down in his hammock he fell asleep directly, 
and slept so profoundly that the noise and bustle on 
deck, and the sailors' song as they weighed the 
anchor, and the motion of the ship as she cut her 
way through the blue waters, did not disturb him. 
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When he looked from the port-hole next morning 
nothing was to be seen but the dancing waves, 
that made him glad to sink back again on his 
pillow. 

Then a pause seemed to come in Alexis' life. 
He had time to think calmly during the long un- 
eventful days that followed, and had any friend 
been near him with clear and healthy views of 
Christian life and duty, that friend would have 
found a willing listener and a docile follower in 
the perplexed and anxious fugitive ; but the little 
light he had was obscured by superstition, and his 
mind was confused by Heron's contradictory 
teachings. His only companions now were the 
rough sailors, whose conversation was of wild 
adventures or dark and lawless deeds. Sometimes 
Alexis took courage to reprove an oath, and some- 
times he spoke to the men of a reckoning day, of 
retribution and punishment; and once he talked 
to them of a brighter world beyond, where the 
light never faded and where there would be " no 
more sea." The sailors never ridiculed the 
strange passenger. His gentle manners and 
comely looks won their goodwill They felt 
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intuitively that he had not always worn a peasant's 
tunic, and he received the respect they would have 
shown to a lady recluse. But pity was mingled 
with their coarse civilities. They considered the 
calling of a devotee a mean and miserable thing 
compared with their own romantic and eventful 
careers, so they would listen and smile and return 
to their own ways with unabated zeal. 

After a fair voyage they reached Alexandria, 
and without pausing, save to inquire the route, 
Alexis turned his face towards the desert of 
Nitria, a district much frequented in those days 
by hermits, and of which Heron had often spoken 
as the scene of miracles, visions, and even trans- 
lations to heaven. Here, he had said, angels were 
often seen by the pious, and here demons prowled 
in greater numbers than the wild beasts, whose 
haunts the hermits had invaded ; and here Alexis 
thought he could shake off every earthly stain and 
fit himself for the company of the glorified. The 
desert was vast, and although the retreat of 
numberless enthusiasts, each ohe could be as 
solitary as if he alone inhabited the sandy waste. 

The last signs of civilised or uncivilised life left 
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behind, Alexis encountered no human being. Once, 
or twice he lighted on a little patch of ground that 
indicated the recent presence of a fellow-creature, 
and he guessed that he was near the cell of some 
holy man, but the latter was either engaged in devo- 
tion, or had withdrawn at the distant sight of a 
traveller. No one was visible* either to welcome 
or to bless the new victim of fanaticism. 

The water being at length spent in his bottle, 
and his last crust, bestowed by a Bedouin woman, 
having been eaten, while the sun scorched his head 
and the hot sands blistered his feet, Alexis looked 
eagerly around him for shelter and some means 
of subsistence. Painfully urging on his way, he 
lighted on an ancient tomb, beside which a date 
tree grew, and to his joy he saw a tiny rill of clear 
water trickling over the stones. There were no 
traces of anyone having been to that spot for 
many years ; there were dry bones scattered near 
the entrance of the tomb, but they were evidently 
the remains of a jackal's feast. Perhaps this was 
a rendezvous with these animals ; but it mattered 
not : Alexis took possession of the ruins, and 
having quenched his thirst and bathed his weary 
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feet and appeased his hunger somewhat. with a 
bunch of dates^ he rolled some loose stones to the 
entrance, and lay down to rest. 

The tomb consisted of one small chamber with 
deep niches on three sides. These were partly- 
filled up, and no doubt contained the bodies of 
some honoured family. In the centre was a 
broken sarcophagus, beneath which a higher 
personage reposed. There was neither window 
nor door, but the arched entrance let in sufficient 
light, and a cavity in the roof would let in sun and 
dew only too freely. On the whole it was a model 
hermit's cell, as rude and uncomfortable as the 
most self-denying could covet — a most picturesque 
abode when seen from a distance, a most depressing 
place when closely inspected. 

A deep sleep had fallen upon Alexis as soon 
as his head touched the earth. Hour after hour 
rolled by; the burning heat had given place to 
drenching dews, that refreshed the palm trees and 
the little green oasis beneath, but made the tomb 
feel damp and chilly. Suddenly the sleeper started 
up and gazed around, bewildered and affrighted. 
Where was he ? What was that awful sound } He 
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listened. All was intensely silent. He could 
hear the throbbings of his own heart. Then came 
a wild and unearthly screech, followed by a sound 
that resembled laughter, but such laughter as a 
fiend might indulge in. It made the listener 
shudder, and for a moment think that some uneasy 
habitant of the tomb had arisen, and was bent on 
scaring him from this charnel house. The repetition 
of the shriek brought to mind the jackals, and with 
a sigh of intense relief Alexis sat up. His linibs 
were stiff and his garments felt clammy and un- 
wholesome, but there was no means of procuring 
warmth except by walking up and down the 
chamber. This he did until he remembered that 
he ought to endure the cold willingly, and with 
shame he also remembered that he had not prayed 
before sleeping — well might his unblessed slumbers 
be interrupted by hideous sounds ! — so he knelt 
beside the centre mound, and penitently confessed 
his sins and prayed for a tranquil mind. 

How he hailed the returning day and dreaded 
another nightfall ! and yet that day passed slowly, 
as did the hours of every succeeding day. Nothing 
was to be seen but the sea of sand stretching to the 
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horizon and the one palm with its surrounding 
verdure ; not a cloud floated overhead to break the 
unchanging blue ; the most oppressive stillness 
hung over all, making Alexis almost afraid of his 
own voice. Oh, how long and dreary were those 
days ! What a boon would a copy of the Scrip- 
tures have been then ! The only book he could 
read was his memory, for nature had closed her 
volume, saving that one uninteresting page. The 
whole business of life consisted of four acts — to 
repeat prayers, to drink from the stream, to eat 
the fruit of the tree, and to sleep. Nothing 
happened to vary this monotony, and one day was 
so like another that Alexis soon lost count of time. 
By-and-bye the restlessness that first possessed 
the new hermit gave place to a kind of torpor ; all 
hope, all affection, emotions of every kind appeared 
extinguished. He thought himself that his feelings 
had expired, that his nature was completely 
changed. It was certainly not such a change as 
he had anticipated, certainly not the necessary 
preparation for that ecstatic piety of which he had 
heard so much. Sometimes he felt slightly uneasy 
and surprised at his own loss of fervour — his 
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prayers had become such mere formal repetitions, 
and once he spent an hour feebly wondering whether 
he still had a soul, or if he were not becoming like 
the stunted blades of grass beneath the palm, just 
vegetating, and hardly living or dead. As for the 
tree itself, Alexis felt that it occupied an infinitely 
superior position in the world to what he did, even 
with his prospective saintship. He would lie 
under its shadow and contemplate its beauty. How 
it flourished by means of those very elements that 
were wasting his physical and mental powers. Its 
graceful, feathery leaves were never scorched by 
the hottest sun, nor injured by the heaviest dews ; 
the sandy soil was agreeable to its spreading roots, 
and though standing solitary in the wilderness 
it never drooped or seemed to pine for companion- 
ship ; it found a friend in, and whispered all its 
pleasant fancies to, every passing breeze. Moreover 
it was fruitful, and altogether filled its comer of the 
world most satisfactorily. If Alexis had inquired 
further, the palm tree might have told him that 
men and plants thrive best where God places 
them — that fruits are the result of making the 
right use of the blessings surrounding us. 
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But was not Alexis really advancing towards 
holiness and perfection ? What was there here to 
hinder his progress ? The bustle of a city did not 
distract his thoughts, nor the dissipations of a court 
ensnare his senses. No family obligations or 
social engagements demanded any of his precious 
moments — surely now he was on the highway to a 
shining crown and a palm of victory. Perfection 
and holiness ! Why, the poor hermit felt as if he 
were daily losing a part of what religion he ever 
had. With all the day and night for prayer and 
meditation, his relish for these exercises was quite 
gone. The tomb never witnessed such scenes as 
were common in the little chapel on the Coelian 
Hill^ when hours stolen from pleasure and from 
sleep were spent in strong cryings and tears and 
in agonised wrestlings, when God was near, and all 
his aspirations were after heavenly things. Then 
he ate an^ drank without thought and care, except 
for the exercise of strict moderation. Now 
long intervals would be spent considering over a 
handful of dates ; the free and generous heart was 
growing sordid from the very triviality and fewness 
of the objects that engaged the hermit's attention. 
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But did no angels come that way ? Were they so 
partial in their ministrations that not one of these 
angelic beings came to cheer the gloomy cell of 
our gentle hermit ? Alas ! not even a distant 
glimpse of one did Alexis obtain, though he often 
looked forth expecting to be favoured like the 
other dwellers in Nitria, but no visitor appeardd to 
him either at noonday or in dreams at night. It 
was evident of course that Alexis had not reached 
the proper stage of emaciation and credulity : in 
fact too much human nature clung to him yet to 
permit such intercourse as he desired. 

After the lapse of many weeks, the hermit fell 
sick with a sort of intermittent fever, and he 
became so weak that he could scarcely creep from 
his cell to dip his palm-leaf cup in the bubbling 
spring. At intervals he was delirious, and talked 
as if all his old friends .were present; he would 
upbraid Heron for deceiving him and driving him 
from his own bright land ; he would tell Aglea 
that he was not worth lamenting, or he would beg 
Claudia to believe and trust in him still. Perhaps 
the fever wore itself out, for without any remedies 
being used it left the hermit, feeble and wasted it 
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is true, but in a more natural and active state of 
mind. He began to bemoan the miserable condi- 
tion into which he had sunk, his sinful indifference 
and the failure of his purposes — which failure he 
attributed to his want of spirituality. Were not 
scores undergoing equal if not greater privations, 
and making every self-denial a stepping-stone to 
glory ? So he redoubled his penances and prayers : 
he could not well make longer fasts if body and 
soul were still to keep company, as his only sub- 
sistence for some days was the stunted grass or the 
moss that clung to the crumbling stones ; but he 
determined to start afresh and adhere more closely 
to the example of that pattern for all hermits, St* 
Onofrio. 

Such good resolutions did not escape the 
vigilant enemy of souls ; while Alexis was slothful 
the Evil One saw no need to torment him specially, 
but now that his energies were restored it was time 
he was visited with temptations. A better subject 
for such trials could not have been found than 
this young hermit, with his enfeebled body and 
sensitive disposition, with that natural tinge of 
despondency that was always ready to find 
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cause for self-accusations. First came anxious 
questionings as to what would become of him if the 
stream dried up and the dates failed, followed by 
dreadful visions of himself as dying of hunger and 
thirst and of being devoured by the jackals ere life 
was quite extinct. Then ghostly fears haunted 
him about the dead bodies resting beneath and 
around him ; at night he fancied he saw spectral 
forms glide by him, or he heard hollow voices from 
the niches and the sandy floor until his flesh crept 
and his hair stood up with horror. Then came 
vivid pictures of home with all its innocent delights ; 
the table spread most invitingly with every delicacy 
that could gratify the appetite ; the downy couch 
and snowy pillows contrasting with his present 
resting-place ; soft raiment seemed to be offered to 
him in exchange for the filthy, tattered garment that 
hung about him ; servants stood waiting to obey his 
slightest wish, and all the appliances of wealth 
were there to render life desirable. He sat 
once more with Aglea in her pleasant chamber 
while they read and sang together, and he felt 
again her kisses on his cheek. But more than 
all was he pursued by the image of his deserted 
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wife, now happy and peaceful as he had first found 
her in her father's house, good and sweet and 
promising him a joyous life at her side; every 
word and look and movement of hers were enf raved 
on his heart — that heart that a while ago he 
thought was freed from this unpardonable weak- 
ness, and r^ow after all this treacherous heart was 
aching with its longing to behold Claudia again, and 
secretly whispering to Alexis that if she were with 
him the tomb in the desert might become a 
Paradise, and this thought haunted him day and 
night. 

One twilight, as Alexis sat in his cell, dreamily 
looking over the monotonous landscape that his 
doorway seemed to frame in, and wondering 
whether all these sinful desires came from himself 
or were suggested by the devil, suddenly a light, 
transparent object stood between himself and the 
fading light ; the form was that of a woman and 
the face was Claudia's. In speechless amazement 
he gazed at her ; there was neither sorrow nor anger 
in her countenance, but with an expression of 
mild reproach she calmly said : 

" Since thou Jovest solitude more than Claudia,, 

9 
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she spurns thy mocking gifts. Didst thou think 
that gold and gems would console the heart that is 
deceived and cast away as worthless ? Thou hast 
forfeited all claims upon me, and Murius hath 
bestowed me on one more faithful than thou, whose 
ring and girdle Claudia will henceforth wear/' and 
casting Alexis' parting gift at his feet, the form 
vanished. 

Whether it had been a dream* or a spectral 
delusion — ^so common in certain states of the health, 
attended by great mental excitement — the hermit 
firmly believed in the reality of Claudia's visit. He 
hurried to the door, expecting to see her retreating 
across the desert, but he sank down exhausted on 
the threshold, crying, " Claudia ! Claudia ! " and 
when he had gathered up strength to go forth, night 
had fallen over the plain, and he felt himself more 
utterly alone than ever. He crawled back to his 
accustomed place, seeking for the jewels, which 
of course were not to be found ; but he was 
stung widi a new pain. In all his thoughts 
of Claudia it had never crossed his mind that she 
might marry someone else ; he writhed under the 
bare idea of it ; his jealous ravings broke the silence 
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of the night, and in this state of wretchedness the 
most blasphemous words were suggested to him, 
and so strong was the temptation to curse every- 
thing in heaven and earth, that to prevent the 
utterance of such language Alexis filled his mouth 
with small stones. But the evil fancies could not 
be driven so easily from his imagination, and, 
terrified at his increasing wickedness and weakness, 
he resolved next day to make an attempt to leave 
the desert, though he should die on the way. He 
was fully persuaded that solitude would never bring 
his piety to perfection; other men might grow 
seraphic and find ** flowers " in the wilderness — he, 
Alexis, only found sand and stones, and not such 
stones as would build up the temple of God. 

At daybreak he left his cell, and drinking his 
last draught from the spring and plucking a few 
dates for his journey, he bade farewell to the spot 
that' had been to him a tomb indeed, and set out 
with but faint hopes of ever reaching the nearest 
habitation. With slow and halting steps he 
travelled on ; fainter and fainter he grew, until at 
last he stumbled and fell and lost all consciousness. 
When his senses returned Alexis felt the same hot 
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atmosphere around him, but he seemed to be on 
board ship again, for he was slung in a kind of 
hammock and was rocking to and fro. Raising his 
head with great difficulty, he discovered that he was 
on the back of a camel^ or rather tied in a coarse 
cloth and fastened to the animal's trappings. A 
dark-featured Arab was seated higher up on 
something resembling a saddle, making uncouth, 
guttural sounds for the direction of his hump-backed, 
steed. Several other camels were following in its 
wake, one of them carrying the Arab's home and 
furniture, the others bearing different members of 
his household — among whom Alexis was pleased 
to see a woman and two or three little children. 
Observing that Alexis was recovering, the Arab 
silently handed him a leathern bottle of water and 
a bunch of figs. How delicious the cool drops 
tasted, and how exquisite was the flavour of those 
figs! but before the second was eaten the tired 
traveller was rocked to sleep in his desert cradle, 
and only woke when the camel knelt to be un- 
burdened. Reclining on some of the baggage he 
watched the men pitch the tent and the women 
grind the corn for supper, the children shyly 
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peering from behind at the famished-looking 
stranger. How pleasant the little bustle was; it 
created a fresh desire for life, and a determination 
in Alexis' mind to seek a city where he might 
employ himself in works of mercy. Soon after- 
wards he was carried into the tent, and later on 
the woman brought him a bowl of camel's milk 
and part of the cake she had baked. 

For two days Alexis was the Arab's guest, and 
with a sort of dumb alphabet he explained his 
recent position pretty clearly to his host, and told 
him where he desired to be taken. So on the 
third morning the tent was struck, and Alexis was 
mounted on the camel — not slung as before, like a 
sack of grain, but seated beside the Arab and 
heading the cavalcade. Towards the afternoon 
they came in sight of a large village, when the Arab 
drew rein and pointing to the village motioned 
Alexis to dismount. With deeply grateful feelings 
the hermit bade the little company farewell, and 
though he could not speak their tongue, his eloquent 
looks and gestures were intelligible enough. The 
children, who had grown friendly, were sorry to see 
him depart, and the woman offered him food and 
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a piece of cloth as a token of her good will ; no 
emotion was visible on the face of her husband, 
but the part he had played as a Good Samaritan 
was proof of his benevolence. When the camels 
were again turned towards the desert Alexis felt 
lonely, and watched them for a time almost 
regretfully, then remembering that he had still 
some distance to travel and was only weak as yet, 
he pursued his own course and safely reached the 
village. 

But where should he go now ? he asked himself. 
Should he wander on until he found a city where 
he could labour? or should he choose a certain 
place, as he had chosen the desert of Nitria ? A 
voice within seemed to say to him, " Go to Edessa;" 
he took it as a voice from above and set his face 
steadfastly to go there. Doubtless the impression 
was made by something he had heard of that 
famous city, in which had been recently founded a 
school for theology, and from Heron's description 
of it as a resort for Christians from both east and 
west. 

Proceeding therefore to Alexandria, Alexis took 
ship for Laodicea, and the captain being an 
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admirer of the new faith cheerfully consented to 
transport the pilgrim — as we must now call him — 
to Asia, without requiring him to labour during the 
voyage to repay his chaises. 

Feeling that he was almost beginning life anew, 
and depressed with his recent miserable failure^ 
Alexis made his way to Edessa with very humiliat- 
ing reflections ; he could not delude himself with 
the idea that if he had died in the desert he should 
have been accounted a martyr, and so he regarded 
the precious time spent there as worse than wasted. 
Attending exclusively to his own salvation had 
not been profitable, he thought; now he would 
devote his time to others, and surely this must 
bring peace here, or at any rate a reward 
hereafter. 



X. 



''It is not enough that God should once give us His grace, He 
must give it constantly." — St. Jerome. 



X. 



nr^HE pious Sisters in the Monastery at Bethle- 
hem looked upon little Paula as a pattern child. 
They loved her, and would have petted and in- 
dulged her very much had not the strictness of their 
rules forbidden the manifestation of such weakness ; 
but a lingering kiss, a hand laid caressingly on her 
head, and the smile that often met her, made Paula 
sensible of their affection. The child had lost her 
joyousness of manner and freedom of speech since 
she came to live with the grave, silent Sisters, but 
she was sweet and docile, always obedient to their 
will, and so exemplary in her religious duties, that 
her future saintship was frequently prognosticated. 
It was most edifying to these devout women to 
see the tiny maiden in her serge robe and snowy 
head gear — an exact copy of those worn by her 
staid companions — assisting them in their labours or 
demurely seated at her own tasks, spelling out her 
Scripture lessons, with infinite difficulty, from some 
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well-worn manuscript Her behaviour was every- 
thing they could desire, and the good Jerome wrote 
to Loeta in praise of her daughter, assuring her 
that Paula was growing in every virtue that could 
adorn a Christian virgin, and that she had put 
away every childish thought and folly. Not that 
Jerome had questioned the little novice herself, but 
he had noticed her thoughtful ways and heard the 
Sisters' report 

This letter greatly pleased Loeta, and she showed 
it to her father, the priest of Jupiter. The old 
man frowned over Jerome's description of the 
darling he had idolised, and whom he daily longed 
to behold again ; never had any human creature 
been so dear to him as this little girl. 

" I see they have spoilt my Paula," he remarked. 
" She was the brightest maiden in Rome ; and 
no 'folly' did I ever perceive in the dear 
child." 

*' She had not many faults, truly," replied Loeta, 
" but neither was she perfect ; it is a great ease- 
ment to my mind to think of her being with such 
blessed women, and out of the hearing of all vain 
conversation." 
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** And what better is she than a vestal virgin ? — 
an office for which thou wert once designed." 

" Oh, father ! the Monastery is very different 
from the Temple where the vestal virgins live. 
Paula will learn nothing but what is good and 
pure." 

" Thou canst not tell, Loeta ; she may be set up 
with her own goodness, and I believe she hath 
already lost more than she will gain. Thy friend 
Jerome does not understand what is lovely in a 
child ; he would have Paula behave herself like 
his oldest sister ; doubtless she is secretly pining 
for home. Thou pridest thyself upon worshipping 
one God alone, and yet I hear there is much 
commotion amongst thy sect about the worship 
that is to be paid to a woman — a virgin. If thou 
wilt acknowledge two gods, the time will come 
when thou wilt have as many as the people thou 
callest idolaters," 

"It is a practice lamented and repudiated by 
all true Christians, father, and I trust Paula will 
never be led into this sin." 

** But thou hast sent her to the East, where such 
a practice is more common than in Rome, an4 
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they who worship this new goddess count them- 
selves as much Christians as thyself." 

Loeta felt there was some truth in all this, but 
still she was satisfied that her daughter was en- 
joying the highest religious privileges, and she was 
more than reconciled to her absence. There was 
one thing, however, that troubled her. Ever since 
Paula had left home her father had seemed to be 
unusually devoted to idolatrous rites and customs, 
and he would seldom permit the subject of Chris- 
tianity to be named to him by anyone. His health 
had been failing for several months, yet he would 
not relinquish a single duty. Mainly through his 
influence there had been a revival of the worship 
of Jupiter ; he felt that the system was decaying, 
but all the more desperate was he in his efforts 
to sustain the expiring enthusiasm. The very 
doubts that beset his own mind as to the reason- 
ableness of idolatry, and the knowledge he had of 
the Christian faith, increased his determination to 
hold out to the end. 

But he could not always resist his growing infir- 
mities as he could his secret convictions, and one 
day when haranguing the multitude and exhorting 
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the young Romans to rebuild the temples and 

restore the city to its ancient grandeur, he was seized 

with a fit and was carried from the altar to his home. 

Lceta was exceedingly distressed ; she knew that 

this was death's warning, and yet his latest public 

act had been a gross insult to the One True God. 

Far greater was the inward distress of the old 

priest when he lay quietly on his couch and was 
able to think. He felt his guilt, and wondered 

at his own insanity. He knew right well that he 

might as soon expect his own white locks to 

become dark and abundant as once they were, 

and his aged limbs to resume their youthful vigour 

and elasticity, as for the tottering system of 

idolatry to be established again in Rome. If only 

his little Paula had been here, he thought, he 

should never have committed such folly ; and his 

anxiety to see her increased every hour. It was 

in vain that Lceta begged him to let her read the 

Scriptures aloud in his chamber, or to bring some 

of her friends to converse with him ; his only 

answer was, — 

" I will listen to Paula and to no one else." 

" But," replied Lceta on one of these occasions, 
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" thou knowest Paula is far away ; she is given 
up to a life of holiness and devotion. How can 
I call her back into the world ? '' 

" Thou needst not fear her losing any goodness 
by comforting a dying grandsire. Where a number 
of women are dwelling there is sure to be some 
kind of worldliness ; ay, more than thou wilt find 
in this chamber. But I see thou thinkest more 
of thy exaltation in the eyes of thy Church than 
thou dost of thy father's salvation, so I pray thee 
trouble me no more with thine entreaties." 

This was too much for Loeta. Though deeply 
regretting the necessity of the step, after consult- 
ing with the bishop she sent a letter to Jerome 
explaining the circumstances, and asking him to 
permit her daughter to return with her messenger. 
She said nothing of this to her father, for she knew 
he would grow impatient, especially if anything 
happened to delay the travellers; but sometimes 
she feared that after all Paula might be too late, 
and then she became eager and impatient herself, 
and was almost ready to wish that the child had 
never left them. She had reason to wish this more 
heartily before many weeks had elapsed. 
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Paula arrived much sooner than Loeta had 
anticipated, and entered the house as quietly as if 
she had only been for a walk through the city. 
She wept when her mother embraced her and 
called her by familiar, endearing names, but her 
tears were shed silently, and checked with an 
appearance of self-control that impressed Loeta 
unpleasantly. 

" Is he alive still ? " asked Paula, trembling. It 
was the question she had vainly been asking all 
the way home. 

''Yes, thy grandfather lives; but now thou art 
come, dear Paula, I fear that joy will bring the end 
speedily, for he knows not that thou wert sent 
for." 

"Oh, tell him that Paula is here, mother; I 
want to see him nowr 

The priest was dozing when Loeta went to him^ 
taking with her some freshly-gathered fruit. 

" How tasteless is all fruit this year! " said he, 
unconscious that his senses were rapidly dulling,, 
while the fruit was luscious as ever to the strong 
and healthy. 

" These are the grapes that Paula used to love," 

10 
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replied Loeta ; " what dost thou think of my sending 
for her ? '' 

The old man's face lit up and then clouded 
over. " It would be no use ; I should die ere 
she reached Italy; hadst thou more care for thy 
father's wishes his ending might have been like a 
sunset." 

" But, father, I have sent already. Paula is not 
far from thee by this time." 

" What dost thou say ? My Paula really coming 
that I may feel her hand in mine when the night 
comes on! When — when can she be here, 
daughter? Canst not thou meet her and bring 
her with more speed ? " 

"Thou must be calm, my father; there is no 
need to seek the child — she has arrived within this 
very hour ; now wait thee quietly and I will bring 
her." 

" My blood is not yet cold enough to flow 
calmly, Loeta, when joy has come back to this 
house. Bring the little one to me directly." 

So Loeta fetched her without delay, and left the 
old man and his darling together. For a little 
while neither spoke. Paula's arms were round his 
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neck, and his feeble hand wandered caressingly 
over her head. 

" I am glad thou hast come in time to see me 
die, my child/* he whispered. 

She started up. " No, no, thou wilt live now thy 
Paula has come. I will nurse thee and comfort 
thee/' 

'' So thou shalt, dear one, so thou shalt ; but I 
have scarcely looked at thee yet — ^how tall thou . 
hast grown ! My eyes are getting dim, but I see 
thou art greatly changed. Perhaps thou art 
wearied." 

'* Yes, I am very tired," said the child, resuming 
her former position, " and so very glad to be home 
again.** 

" I thought they said thou wert so well content 
with the Monastery, Paula.** 

" The Sisters were kind, but it was not like 
home, and I could not help weeping at night when 
they were asleep.** 

" Ah, I said so, I said so ! I knew thou wert 
longing for those thou hadst left when Jerome 
wrote telling thy mother how serious thou wert. 
They had put my bird in a cage for fear its white 
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wings should be soiled by flying too freely abroad, 
but my bird pined for freedom. It was kept pure 
and clean, but its happiness was gone. I have 
missed thee every day, Paula." 

'* I will not leave thee again, grandfather ; 
mother promises I shall stay with thee always." 

" It will not be for long, my child. But I hear 
thy brothers calling for thee — ^they have murmuried 

loudly at thy absence, so go and show thyself and 
leave me to rest." 

" Mother, what ails our sister Paula } '* asked one 
of Loeta's sons of her the next day. " She used 
to be so blithe, but now she hardly smiles; 
dost thou think she is sick, mother?" 

" No, my son, but Paula hath been living a quiet 
life and thinking only of heavenly things ; she could 
not run about the Monastery singing and laughing as 
she did at home, it would not have been seemly." 

'' But, mother, heaven is not such a dull place, is 
it ? I thought every one was so happy and smiling, 
and flew here and there, not hanging their heads 
and being melancholy. I think Paula was much 
more like an angel before she went to Bethlehem 
than she is now." 



M 



Paula Changed. 149 

Loeta privately endorsed this sentiment, but felt 
it necessary to uphold the excellences of a retired 
life. "We are not in heaven yet, and solemn 
thoughts here are to prepare us for joy hereafter. 
Thy sister could not always be a sportive child.** 

Paula's brother looked dissatisfied, but he did not 
argue the matter further, he only remarked after- 
wards to his brother that no one need ask him to 
become a monk, for it was like getting to heaven 
by a subterraneous passage, when one might as 
well walk in the open air and sunshine. 

Paula herself was sitting with her grandfather : 
she had gravely saluted him that morning and 
made affectionate inquiries after his health, then 
she was silent and reserved and seemed to have 
nothing more to say ; once she would have had a 
thousand things to ask and to tell, she would have 
read and sung and been concerned to know if he 
were in the right way to heaven. He had ex- 
pected her to talk on the subject that he might 
have an opportunity to ask questions; but his 
pride and disappointment were greater even than 
his fear of death, so he also was silent Loeta, 
feeling anxious about her father's state, was in and 
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out of the chamber, and soon seeing that something 
was amiss, called her daughter aside. 

" Thou knowest, Paula, that thy grandfather hath 
not long to be with us ? " 

" He said so yesterday, mother, but surely he is 
not going to die yet ? " 

" He cannot live, my child, and he hath wanted 
thee to come home so much to tell him about 
Jesus ; he will not let me speak to him, and since 
thou hast been gone he hath been more than ever 
to the Temple, and hath tried to get people to 
bring their gifts and to buil4 a new and better 
Temple to Jupiter/* 

Paula looked shocked, but she did not reply. 

" Now I know thy grandfather will let thee say 
aught to him, and after being taught so much in 
religion thou wilt be able to tell him clearly the 
way to be saved." 

Instead of assenting Paula burst into tears. " I 
am not good, mother; the Sisters used to say I was 
pious, but I felt my heart getting bad and hard. 
Sometimes I prayed all day long, but it did not 
make me love Jesus. When I saw any children 
playing together I wanted to go and play too, but 
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the Sisters said that was sin and a temptation, and 
they sent me to pray again, and then all the time I 
was thinking about the children and wishing that 
I hadn't to be religious. If only I could be born 
over again, mother, and be a little child, perhaps I 
might be good." 

Loeta did not know what to say ; if Paula's love 
had grown cold it was useless to expect that the 
priest would be converted through her influence. 
The child was evidently wretched : an incessant 
round of devotional exercises and the unnatural 
restraint put upon her buoyant but sensitive spirits 
had almost produced a revulsion of feeling, and 
then, when frightened at her own wickedness, she 
had taken refuge in outward forms, increasing the 
number of her prayers and conforming her outward 
behaviour to the most self-denying rules of the 
order; but though this brought her much praise 
it brought her no peace. 

" Wilt thou not sing to me, Paula ? " asked her 
grandfather that evening. 

With secret reluctance she slowly chanted an 
evening hymn ; the voice was sweet but the manner 
tame and spiritless. 
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Her listener sighed. "My bird hath forgotten 
how to warble. Once, Paula, thy songs were all 
about thy God in human form, about Jesus, of 
whom thou wert for ever talking ; art thou become 
a worshipper of the new Christian goddess ? " 

" Oh no, grandfather, I believe in Jesus just the 
same as ever." 

"But thy belief doth not make thee happy, I 
perceive." 

" It is my own fault," replied Paula, much dis- 
turbed but obliged to speak the truth. " I do not 
love Jesus as I did some time ago, all is dark and 
miserable. I wanted thee to be a Christian, grand- 
father, and go to heaven, but now I am afraid of 
being lost myself and never getting to the blessed 
place." 

" Do not trouble thyself, Paula, I see thy faith 
is no better than mine. Jupiter gives me as much 
comfort as thou dost find in thy God. And, after 
all, what canst thou know of heaven ? I am as 
likely to be happy after death as any Christian, so 
I will not vex my spirit any more about the 
future." 

Paula tried to explain, and entreated him to 
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pray and hear her read the sacred Word ; he only 
smiled pityingly upon her and said,— 

" It is no use, my child ; I have had many doubts, 
but now my mind is at rest ; all religions, both new 
and old, are vain, they will not satisfy the heart 
always. I think there is one great God some- 
where, who is just and wise, — I will trust myself to 
Him/' 

When Loeta heard of this from her daughter 
she made another effort to persuade her father to 
look to the Saviour, but his answer, to her was 
equally decisive. 

" At one time, Loeta, I was very nearly a Chris- 
tian ; for years I had longed for something that would 
fully satisfy my soul, something that would not 
change with time or place, and I fancied that the 
Christians had possession of that which I so much 
coveted. I thought that Paula, above all others, 
possessed this blessing, but lo, a few months' 
absence, a few months spent in the very vestibule 
of thine imaginary heaven, and the child comes 
back to us melancholy and sad ; she hath found her 
religion a failure ; the nearer the altar the smaller 
the faith in its sacrifice. If thy faith hath not 
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power to make a child happy, it certainly will not 
content an old man whose desires are countless 
and insatiable." 

This was the final argument, from which nothing 
could move him. Paula watched over him with 
anxiety, hoping still that the Lord would change 
his heart, and seeking earnestly for herself a re- 
baptism of the Holy Spirit. The old man still 
loved her fondly, but she felt that he did not take 
the same delight in her as formerly. Every day 
he grew weaker, and a fortnight after Paula's 
return the change came — ^he awoke in the morning 
restless and agitated, talking much, and rather in- 
coherently. 

" If only there were something," he muttered, 
*' something to rest upon — all is uncertain ; it is 
so cold and dreary. Give me something to hold 
to — why need death be in such a hurry? I am 
not ready. It is no use, Paula, my little one, thy 
faith is also a delusion, a pleasant delusion ; if thou 
findest nothing better, cleave to it, it may make 
thy passage brighter to another world, whatever 
gloom may await us at the end of the journey. If 
I had to choose again I would rather serve this 
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King Jesus than be a priest of Jupiter. What hath 
Jupiter done for me after all my years of devotion ? 
How often have these hands been red with the 
blood of the sacrilfice, yet what doth it avail me 
now? I have spent my life in vain." 

Toward evening his sight quite failed, and he 
asked Paula to tell him when the sun went down. 
It sank in fiery splendour, shooting its red arrows 
across the hills. 

" The day is done, grandfather," said she, turn- 
ing from the casement to the bed. 

" My day is done too ; put thy hand in mine, 
Paula; the night is coming and I cannot see a 
single star." 

The aged priest slept, and in his sleep his 
spirit was loosened from its worn-out tenement, 
and passed silently into the dark shades of an 
unknown land. 



XL 



** Let it not trouble thee that thou art in want of eyes, with which 
even flies and gnats can see ; but rejoice that thou hast the eyes with 
which angels see, by which, too, God is beheld, and His light re- 
ceived." — St. Anthony to a blind Schoohnaster at Alexandria, 



XI 



T N the household of Euphetnian there was un- 
abated mourning, Alexis **was not/' and his 
mother refused to be comforted. Euphemian never 
for a moment forgot that he was childless ; his 
possessions had lost nearly all their value in his 
eyes now that there was no son to inherit them ; 
and Claudia, so far from being the affianced wife of 
another, as Alexis had dreamed, would have felt 
it an insult had such a step been alluded to in the 
most distant manner. To her the tender-hearted 
Lucia came like an angel of consolation ; she might 
refuse to feast with Claudia, but she was ready to 
come and weep with her. The gloom which 
overspread the family circle had driven many 
sunshine-friends away, but because of this gloom 
Lucia was a frequent visitor. She took a brighter, 
broader view of Alexis' absence than Claudia 
could take; perhaps in her secret heart Lucia 
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rather approved of his conduct, and commended 
his spirit of heroism and self-sacrifice. 

But not the less did she feel that Claudia was a 
sufferer and needed sympathy. With unwearied 
patience she listened to the oft-repeated regrets 
and surmises, and answered with unfailing gentle- 
ness ; and when Claudia's heart had relieved itself 
of a portion of the burden she would otherwise 
have carried alone, Lucia would strive to interest 
her in the woes of others, asking advice and 
soliciting her aid in alleviating the distresses of 
the sick and poor. 

Once, when making a larger demand than usual 
on Claudia's generosity, she said, — 

"Thou mayest think it strange that I should 
come begging so often, but I will confess to thee 
that my mother and I have only sufficient to pro- 
cure the necessaries of life, so that I can only be 
the channel now for the benevolence of others." 

'* What," replied Claudia, " hast thou lost all thy 
possessions, Lucia t Why didst thou not tell me 
before ? Why not have told Euphemian ? he would 
have managed thine affairs and perchance have 
saved thee somewhat" 



Lucia^s Poverty. 1 6 1 



"Ah no, Claudia, we have had no losses, we 
have but done as our Lord commanded ; we have 
given all to the poor saving what will keep us above 
absolute poverty. But for my mother I would 
indeed have given all, but she prayed me to await 
her death lest she should die of want I lament 
her lack of faith, but I think it dutiful to consider 
her wishes and respect even her fears.** 

*^I know thy motive was right, Lucia, in this 
matter, but I am not convinced that the command 
of the Lord, to which thou referest, is a binding 
law upon every Christian. If all Christians were 
to become poor, from whom would they receive 
charity and help } It would not appear seemly for 
Christians to subsist on the bounty of the heathen, 
and dost thou think God hath pleasure in seeing a 
few poor people, perhaps godless and dishonest, 
rendered comfortable for a short time at the 
expense of a lifetime of scarcity and penury for 
His dear children i Thou knowest how quickly a 
fortune melts away in the hands of our poor neigh- 
bours. Why, if thou hadst kept thy property and 
given the interest yearly to our Lord, wouldest 
thou not have been a better steward, and in the 

II 
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end have done more for the poor? Thine heart 
was not set upon this wealth, else I would have 
said, ' Let it go rather than ensnare thy soul.' " 

"Dear Claudia, we cannot tell how much we 
love an)^ing until it is no longer ours. When I 
spake to my mother about parting with our riches 
she exclaimed, 'Do as thou wilt, but let me die 
first ; ' then I said, * Nay, God hath little care for 
that which a man dedicateth to His service only 
when he can no longer enjoy it himself. What 
doth it profit to leave behind that which we cannot 
carry away ? * So upon that my mother consented, 
and I disposed of the property with just the reser- 
vation as I have said." 

" I am no way convinced yet, my friend, but it is 
too late to persuade thee to a different resolution. 
Thou must come to Claudia oftener and with larger 
requests, for of what use is my marriage portion 
save to spend for my Lord's sick %nd poor ? While 
Alexis is away I am his almoner also. Alas! 
perhaps my beloved one is now himself a beggar 
and an outcast, as needy as any whom thy hands 
have relieved ? Ah, Lucia, such thoughts as these 
aknost drive me to distraction : while I fare sump- 
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tuously every day my husband may be hungering 
for a morsel of bread." 

*' Our God can keep Alexis as well in one place 
as in another, sweet Claudia, and poverty cannot 
touch his soul save to furthur its purification; it 
may be that he is daily heaping up riches in heaven, 
and Alexis the immortal is reckoned a wealthy 
man in the kingdom of God." 

So spake Lucia, and her comforting words often 
checked Claudia's grief, but only for a moment, and 
then the tide set in again as deep and strong as 
ever. 

About this time Lucia began to be exceedingly 
troubled by the solicitations of a young Roman 
officer who professed to be enamoured of her beauty ; 
he would constantly follow her, thereby greatly 
hindering her labours, and when unable to obtain 
a hearing he would send messengers with gifts and 
promises. It was in vain that she told him of her 
poverty and her vow of chastity, he was indifferent 
to these things, an4 ceased not to woo her and to 
offer her his hand in marriage. 

Again and again Lucia fasted, and prayed that 
she might be delivered from this temptation, but 
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still the officer tormented her, and the tongue of 
slander did not spare her fair name. She who had 
wept so often over the misfortunes of others now 
wept for herself. Although she did not lose her 
faith in a watchful Providence, she was ever hoping 
that the young man's patience would be exhausted 
and that his ardour would grow cool ; but on the 
contrary his attachment seemed to feed upon 
the opposition he met with, until Lucia feared 
to venture forth alone, and sought the company 
of little Paula in all her walks. 

Nothing had been said about Paula's return to 
the Monastery, and the child had grown so sad and 
thoughtful that Loeta was pleased for her to spend 
most of her time with such an active friend as 
Lucia. 

"Some one bade me give this letter to thee, 
Lucia," said Paula one morning. 

Lucia took the letter reluctantly, suspecting 
whom the writer might be. 

" Who gave thee this ? " sh^ asked, lighting a 
taper as if intending to burn the epistle unread. 

" It was not the officer, I assure thee, but a lady 
whose face I could not see, her veil was drawn so 
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closely. Do not burn the letter ere thou hast read 
it, Lucia^ perhaps the lady wants thine help or 
thy comfort." 

Lucia stood irresolute. " I have been so often 
deceived, he hath a thousand devices. But as thou 
art so earnest, Paula, I will break this seal." 

On opening the letter Lucia saw, as she expected, 
the characters with which she was only too familiar ; 
after many protestations and entreaties the writer 
added, " It is the brightness of thine eyes, fair lady, 
that inflames me — for the sake of thy beautiful eyes 
I must still pursue thee and leave thee no rest, 
and how can I help this, when those eyes of thine 
leave me no rest by day or by night ? " 

After reading these words Lucia sat down lost in 
thought, and a struggle seemed to be going on in 
her mind. Presently her brow cleared, and rising 
with the air of one who had made a strong resolu- 
tion she turned to Paula, who had waited in silent 
wonderment. 

" Leave me now," said Lucia, kissing her kindly 
and taking a long look at the child's face. "I 
shall not go out to-day, nor perhaps this week; 
next week if thou wilt come Lucia will be glad 
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of thy presence, and perhaps will need it more 
than ever.** 

"Thou art not in any new danger?" asked 
Paula. 

*' No, no, all that trouble will soon be over. I 
will tell thee more when thou comest again/* 

After Paula had gone Lucia wrote a few words 
on a slip of parchment and then called her mother 
into the chamber. 

Thou believest the Scriptures, mother ? '* 
Certainly : why such a question, my Lucia ? " 

" Hear this,** replied the daughter, and she read 
her suitor's epistle aloud. "It seemeth to me, 
mother, that there is only one way of ending this 
young man's folly and delusion, and I find that way 
plainly marked out by Christ, who saith, ' If thine 
eye offend thee, pluck it out and cast it from 
thee.' " 

At first her mother could hardly believe that she 
was serious, but finding that her daughter intended 
simply and literally to obey the Word of God, and 
knowing her determined character, she fell on her 
knees and besought her to have pity on herself. 

Lucia replied gently and firmly, " Were I to dis- 
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obey His command the penalty would be damnation 
both for this young man and for myself." 

Then her mother prayed her to wait until she 
had consulted with older Christians, and without 
delay she immediately went in search of the bishop. 
But he was absent from Rome that day, and his 
coming would have availed nothing, for before her 
return the deed was done, — Lucia had indeed 
plucked out her beautiful eyes. Calmly, in spite 
of her anguish, Lucia asked her mother to send them 
to her lover on a dish with the slip of parchment. 

With a heart full of bitter resentment against the 
cause of this woeful deed, the poor mother herself 
carried the strange offering to the officer's house 
and requested to be shown into his presence. 

•* There ! " she cried, in a tone of mingled anger 
and grief. ''Behold the result of thine unholy 
wooings ! henceforth thou wilt leave the widow and 
her child in peace,'' and she haughtily placed the 
dish before him. 

Astonished and bewildered the young man took 
up the parchment, thinking it might explain the 
riddle, and read, — 

'' Here hast thou what thou hast so much desired ; 
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and for the rest, I beseech thee, leave me now in 
peace." 

The horrible truth was revealed, and he covered 
his own eyes with a shudder ; when he ventured to 
look up, intending to express his sorrow and re- 
morse, he was alone, save for those glazed and 
soulless orbs. 

It is perhaps needless to say that from that hour 
Lucia's persecution ended. 

When Paula went again to offer her services, she 
was surprised to find Lucia reclining on a couch 
with a kerchief bound across her head. In a few 
words the blind maiden explained what she had 
done, as if it had been the most natural thing in 
the world. But Paula could not hear of it so 
quietly, she cried and even sobbed over her friend's 
loss and pain. 

" Oh, Lucia, how couldst thou be so cruel to thy- 
self ? and thine eyes were so bright and lovely, I 
have heard them called ' the sweet day stars of 
Rome/ and someone else said they were * lamps 
that showed the way to heaven,' and now the 
lamps have gone out ! thou wilt never look on the 
city or the hills again ; thou wilt never see another 
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flower ; and, oh, thou wilt never see Paula's face 
any more." 

" Hush, hush, child ! " exclaimed Lucia, clasping 
her hands as if suffering. " Talk not so, or thou wilt 
make me ' look back,' and I shall be found unfit 
for the kingdom of heaven. Thou must be eyes 
to Lucia now, and tell her how the flowers bloom 
and how the shadows fall on the dear hills ; and 
thou shalt lead me through the streets to where the 
sick and poor and dying hide themselves. But 
first I want thee to tell Claudia of my state, and 
when I can go abroad I will visit her.'* 

Claudia received the intelligence more quietly 
than Paula had done ; no act of Lucia's surprised 
her greatly, although this certainly was a stranger 
step than any she had before taken. In discussing 
the matter afterwards with Lucia she protested 
that the latter had not obeyed the Scriptures. 

" Thine eyes did not offend thee : when wast thou 
ever led astray by the sight of worldly vanities or 
by the sight of a comely youth ! Thou hast often 
said that the young man was an offence unto thee, 
that the sight of him was as a cross to thee. It 
seemeth to me that thy cross was the offence, that 
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thou wert wearied of these persecutions, and so thou 
hast put an end to them, and put an end also to 
much of thy usefulness for life, if indeed thou hast 
not imperilled thy life too." 

Poor Lucia looked distressed for a few moments, 
then she quickly answered, "If mine eyes made 
another to ' offend,' it cannot be a sin to save that 
one even at the expense of blindness to myself/' 

"But wilt thou save him by this sacrifice? I 
doubt the efficacy of thy remedy to benefit his 
soul, he will but leave thee to pursue some other 
object" 

" The result I leave with Heaven," replied Lucia, 
" and thou must not grieve because I am sightless ; 
the eyes of my soul will but grow brighter and 
clearer now that these outer windows are 
darkened." 



XII. 

** Priding themselves on their ascetic perfection they lost by their 
presumption the protection of good spirits, and the evil ones became 
their masters." — St. Nilus. 



XII. 



T T was winter in Rome. A chilly wind swept 
along her half-deserted streets, and whistling 
through her many gateways went shrieking over 
hill and plain like a mad, malicious creature ; the 
very sound of its coming seemed to make every 
living thing shrink, and the touch of its icy breath 
made them shudder. 

" Who can stand against Thy cold } " said a 
hollow voice. The wind howled back a mocking 
answer from the rocks by which the speaker was 
surrounded, and one blast more cruel than the 
rest nearly rent the traveller's thin tattered gar- 
ment from his shoulders. " The very elements are 
at war against me, and would leave me utterly un- 
clad," muttered Heron, for it was he who had been 
so rudely assailed ; ** but naked or clothed I will 
continue my task," and without heeding the bitter 
cold or the increasing difficulties of the path he was 
pursuing, Heron went on repeating one psalm after 
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another, now and then refreshing his memory by 
glancing at a small manuscript he carried in his 
hand. He had made a vow to repeat the Psalms 
a thousand times; and wandering about the country, 
always choosing lonely and unfrequented ways, he 
had rigorously kept to this one employment, and 
to-day was to see his vow fulfilled. During much 
of the time he had fasted, and so bloodless were 
his veins, so fleshless his tall frame, that the few 
people he chanced to meet were almost scared by 
his appearance and the strange words he uttered. 

The task was done, and with a sigh of mingled 
relief and self-satisfaction Heron put his manu- 
script in his bosom and began to observe the way- 
marks more carefully, and to hurry forward as if 
bent on reaching some retreat before twilight. 
The inner life of this man had lately been strange 
and contradictory ; every natural impulse had been 
trampled upon simply because it was natural, and 
therefore, as he thought, opposed to the attainment 
of holiness. And yet, watchful as Heron thought 
himself, there was one sin that reigned unchecked 
in his soul and influenced all he did : it was 
indeed the secret spring of so many of his actions 
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that he had become unconscious of its mastery. 
This sin was pride ; it had grown like a giant, 
lintil Heron felt himself equal to any of the saints, 
and vastly superior in piety to any Christian he 
had ever known. He professed to be above the 
need of all the sacraments and ordinary religious 
services. What need had he of these poor feeble 
helps, with his exalted state of mind, his frequent 
visions, his ecstatic raptures ? 

Heron was on his way now to visit the old 
hermit whose advice and example had shaped his 
own course after the great change in his history. 
He was not coming now as an alarmed sinner to 
ask what he must do with his burden of trans- 
gressions ; he was coming now to tell of all his 
victories — how he had conquered his lusts, what 
marvellous penances he had undergone, and to 
what a height his virtues had attained ; he ex- 
pected every day that the glory he had purchased 
by his good deeds would flash out and encircle his 
brow with a halo of light. 

He at last reached the foot of Monte Cassino, 
and, after some searching, discovered the entrance 
to the hermit's cave. It was a gloomy spot, and 
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looked more fit to be the abode of beasts and rep- 
tiles than the home of a human being ; it was 
merely a hole in the side of the mountain, as rude 
and unfurnished as when the hermit first became 
its tenant, save for two or three coarse earthen 
vessels and a heap of dried leaves. Near the low 
narrow entrance were some large stones that 
secured the hermit at night from all intruders. As 
Heron stooped to enter he stumbled over a dark 
object lying just within the cell, and was startled 
by hearing a deep groan. He called, but his only 
answer was a gurgling sound and another groan. 
Hastily bending down Heron discovered the hermit 
in almost a senseless condition, with a stream of 
blood flowing from a gaping wound in his neck. 

"What monster hath done this V^ asked Heron, 
as he lifted the old man in his arms and carried 
him into the open air. " Nay, I see thou canst not 
speak until I stop this wide mouth in thy neck," 
and with a strip of his own rags he carefully bound 
up the wound and then went in search of water. 
He soon found an abundant supply, and when he 
had moistened the hermit's lips and raised his head 
there were signs of returning life. Satisfied with 
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his efforts thus far, Heron next looked for means 
of kindling a fire, but in vain, the hermit had 
evidently been unused to such a luxury. The 
cell did not seem to contain a morsel of food, and 
Heron's own wallet had been empty for some 
hours. On going back to his charge he found that 
consciousness was returning, but the old man's 
countenance bore such unmistakable signs of ap- 
proaching dissolution that Heron knew he would 
soon be beyond the need of food or fire. 

" Who art thou ? " murmured the hermit, gazing 
at Heron. 

" A friend ; one who would have saved thee from 
the foul assassin had he been here a few hours 
sooner. He must be the basest of his kind who 
smote a holy man fike thee. Let me wet thy lips 
again." 

"Thy coming would only have delayed my 
bliss," gasped the hermit, clenching his bony 
hands, that had become almost like the talons of 
a bird 

" Speak no ill of him who did the deed, for my 
own hand inflicted this wound. Yes, it is true; 
thou wilt find the knife near those stones yonder. 

12 
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I was weary of my life and in haste to see the 
glories of which I have so often dreamed. I am 
very old ; I have gone many pilgrimages, performed 
many good works, and done penances without 
number. I felt myself worthy of martyrdom, but 
men have either shunned or reverenced me ; devils 
have been my only persecutors, and they envied 
my future blessedness too much to release me from 
the burdens of life. But lately I have often heard 
a voice gently whispering to me, and only an angel 
could speak words so sweet — *It is enough,* said 
the voice: 'thou hast done all that justice can 
require! Why not thyself seize the crown and 
palm, and spite these demons who would keep thee 
out of heaven ? All hell is engaged to tempt thee 
to sin. Take courage, and thou mayest defeat their 
schemes in a moment The hosts of heaven will 
come forth to meet the martyred saint, and hell 
will rage at thine escape from earth.'" 

The hermit had uttered all this with much diffi- 
culty and many pauses for breath, Heron listen- 
ing in astonishment, at first thinking that the 
sufferer's mind was wandering; but, although 
agitated, the hermit did not seem at all confused ; 
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he folded his hands upon his breast and continued 
eagerly,— 

" Now, kind death, come quickly ; bright shining 
ones, fetch me away from this wilderness; bring 
me the crown I have won ; carry me to my home 
in Paradise!" Suddenly a strange expression 
came over the hermit s face — a look of surprise 
that gave place to one of abject fear, and he 
seemed to be intently regarding some object that 
was invisible to Heron. 

" What troubles thee ? What dost thou see ? " 
he asked. 

" Oh, how they tempt me to the last ! " exclaimed 
the old man, trembling, while the cold drops 
gathered thickly on his brow. " I am d)nng. Why 
don't the angels come ? It is all dark, and I hear 
the fiends laughing in derision. Oh! where is 
heaven? where am I going? Holy saints, help 
me ! the evil ones are crowding round me ; I feel 
the fires of torment in their breath, and I am 
sinking, sinking into perdition ! *' His voice almost 
rose to a shriek, and the terror depicted on his 
features made Heron's heart quake. Eternity was 
revealing to the dying man his true condition, and 
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confidence in his own merits gave place to anguish 
and despair. There was no light from above, no 
sign from heaven, but beneath him he beheld a 
great gulf opening from which he could find 
nothing to save him, while his cries and struggles 
only hastened the end. " I thought my sins were 
all atonad for, but they are rising up — foul, hate- 
ful things — and they threaten to drag me down to 
hell! where have they slumbered all these years 
while I thought them all destroyed and forgotten ? 
Woe is me! my work is all lost; I have missed 
the way to heaven ! And now, now I know it was 
Satan himself who came as an angel of light and 
bid me destroy both body and soul. I see him 
mocking at my folly. Oh that I could live 
another year — another month! How impatient 
the demons are. I will not die yet ! they would 
triumph in hell over the *holy hermit of Monte 
Cassino.' Help me, pilgrim 1 do not let me go yet. 
Keep those fiends from me ! They are strangling 
me I " In his agony of soul the wretched men tore 
the bandage from his throat, the crimson tide burst 
forth afresh, and, with a shuddering wail, he 
yielded u|> his life and went to his own place. 
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An awful silence followed, broken only by the 
dreary sighing of the wind, and as darkness 
began to close over the scene a great horror fell 
upon Heron. Beside him was the ghastly corpse, 
with its skeleton limbs, loathsome through ex- 
posure and neglect; the hair and beard had 
been allowed to grow at will, and presented a 
ragged, tangled mass reaching to the loins. Fear 
and disgust so possessed Heron's mind that 
he dared not stay another hour near the place 
— no, not even to dig a shallow grave for the 
guilty hermit to rest in; his only implement 
would have been the stained and rusty knife, 
and Heron turned sick from such a task ; it 
was as much as his nerves could bear to lift the 
body in his arms, and casting it down inside 
the cell to close up the entrance lest some 
hungry beast should devour it before morning. 

Then Heron fled from the place that had 
suddenly become so hateful. A few hours ago 
he had been considering whether he should not 
make his own permanent residence in these 
solitudes; a few hours ago he had avoided his 
fellow-creatures and disdained their company; 
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now he longed for human companionship of any 
sort, and looked anxiously as he sped along for 
some habitation, however humble. 

Pride goeth before a fall, and Heron's fall from 
fancied holiness and sanctity was near at hand. 
Nature was about to claim her rights and to be 
revenged for the past outrage of all her laws. 
Many an hour had Heron spent fighting down 
impure images that were constantly rising from the 
depths of corruption within his heart, instead of 
employing himself actively and forgetting self in 
worthy occupation, or looking above to the Source 
of purity and holiness. Now the lower impulses of 
of his nature rose in open rebellion, and the man 
that had disowned the feelings implanted in his 
soul by God — feelings given not to be crushed out 
but to be ennobled, sanctified, and refined — the 
man that had scorned all indications of weakness 
in others was about to become a greater slave than 
ever to his baser passions — ^he was to be given up 
again "to his own heart's lusts " that he might be 
brought to a true knowledge of himself. 

Many conflicting thoughts filled Heron's mind 
as he continued his flight — ^the hermit's wretched 



The Conflict. 183 



fate and shocking appearance, beyond anything 
he had ever pictured, had completely quenched 
his ardour for that form of asceticism. If one 
temptation, stronger than usual and coming at a 
time of physical weakness and mental depression, 
was able in a moment to render utterly abortive 
the labour and self-denial of a lifetime ; if penances 
were really no destroyers of sin ; if his austerities 
now might be preparing triumphs for lost spirits 
hereafter, then better take his ease and not excite 
their notice and envy. Crowding back to his 
memory came recollections of careless days and 
nights when he ate and drank at pleasure. 
Dangerous thoughts these at such a moment,. fresh 
from such a scene of horror, while he was feeling 
the gnawings of hunger and was weak with long 
vigils and neglected bodily ills; but the enemy 
having gained an advantage pressed him hard, 
suggesting many reasons why Heron should 
relinquish his self-imposed task, insinuating a 
thousand doubts about ever3rthing belonging to 
religion — ^what a delusion it all was — and casting a 
glamour of sweetness and light over the vices he 
had abandoned, until such a fire b^an to rage in 
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his heart that his laboriously constructed virtues 
were consumed in the flame. 

He ran on, he cried out, bidding the tempter 
depart, till weariness overcame him and he cast 
himself down by the wayside. But he could not 
lie there long, his thoughts were unendurable, and 
again he set out to find a shelter and to hear a 
human voice. He was refused admittance at the 
first dwelling he came to ; his strange appearance 
alarmed the inmates who took him for an evil 
genius of the mountain, and they would not parley 
with him for a moment. Mortified at being 
shuimed when he expected to have been received 
with honour and respect. Heron turned into a lonely 
path that he knew led to the hiding-place of a 
band of robbers. Once, when he was rich and gay, 
he had been seized while on a journey by some of 
these men, and had been carried as a captive along 
this way to a large cavern ; here his life had been 
threatened, and he had only escaped assassination 
by the promise of a heavy ransom. The ransom 
had been paid in full, and from that time the 
robbers had become his friends, having more than 
once afforded him protection when travelling alone. 



The Robber^ Cave* 185 



Without much difficulty Heron followed the 
traces of recent footsteps until- they brought him 
to a strong iron door almost concealed by the 
mossy overhanging rocks. The door stood partly 
open, and Heron entered without hesitation. The 
sound of voices in rough dispute guided him 
through a narrow passage, which suddenly admitted 
him into a large vaulted apartment that seemed 
built by nature as a retreat for fugitives. For a 
few moments Heron contemplated the scene within, 
himself unobserved. A bright wood fire lit up the 
fierce faces and varied costumes of ten or a dozen 
men, who sat or lay upon the earthen floor, each 
with his weapons beside him. He whom they 
appealed to as their chief reclined upon a bear-skin 
a little apart from the group ; his dress and arms 
were richer than his companions', and he had the 
air of a prince, but his handsome features were 
marred by an expression of cunning and cruelty. 
But Heron was more interested in the evident 
preparations that were being made for a meal ; a 
delicious odour of savoury meats proceeded from 
several vessels that were near the fire, and in the 
meantime the men regaled themselves by frequent 
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potations of wine, passing the flask freely from 
hand to hand. 

With a quick, bold step Heron advanced to the 
centre of the cavern, and as the ruddy light fell full 
upon his weird-looking figure there was instantly 
a pause in the conversation. Some of the robbers 
regarded the apparition uneasily, others invol- 
untarily grasped sword or dagger. The chief alone 
seemed undisturbed. Raising himself he haughtily 
demanded, — 

*^ Intruder, who art thou ? " 

" A homeless, friendless man, who begs for food 
and warmth, " replied Heron excitedly, stretching 
out his thin hands in supplication, and hungrily 
eyeing the cakes baking on the hearth. 

" Thou art the first beggar that has ever tried to 
snatch a meal out of the lion's jaw ; thy hunger 
must be desperate." 

"Thou sayest truly, for I am famishing," 
said Heron. "But I am not quite a stranger 
here, chieftain. When Heron named his ransom 
there was a merry feast under this arched 
roof." 

A loud laugh broke from all present '' Thou 
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Heron! Thou^ art more like the ghost of his 
remotest ancestor! We heard that Heron had 
turned monk, but none believed the fable." 

" I have renounced the world/' replied Heron to 
these and like exclamations, " and if thou dost not 
relieve my necessities speedily I shall have to 
renounce life too." 

"Make thyself easy," said the chief; "Cassio, 
spread a skin for our guest and serve out that 
mess ; it smelleth daintily enough to tempt a god ; 
and let Saint Heron try the flavour of our wine. 
There, my good friend, quench thy thirst with 
something stronger than what the springs and 
fountains yvAA, Thine must be a strange religion 
that delights in a priesthood whose manliness is 
starved out of them." 

"Thou wilt not find Heron wanting in either 
courage or manliness," replied the guest, with his 
accustomed pride; "a man's power doth not all 
lie in his sinews; we mortify the flesh that the 
spirit may grow stronger. The spirit is the real 
man, the body is nought." 

The chieftain smiled contemptuously. ^ Whether 
the body be worth little or much it needs food, so 
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eat thy fill and see if thy spirit is not the stronger 
for having thy hunger satisfied." 

Without further invitation Heron eagerly ac- 
cepted the hospitalities. No such viands had 
passed his lips since he turned his back upon all 
the pleasures and comforts of earth. His spirits 
did indeed rise, and though he cautiously partook 
of the wine they urged upon him, yet in his weak- 
ened state it quickly affected his whole nature. 
The reaction that had begun before he entered the 
cavern had opened up the old avenue to sin ; his 
former passion for the sparkling cup revived as he 
felt the blood flowing quicker through his veins and 
the cloud lifted from his mind, and with the taste 
of wine other passions awoke and clamoured for 
gratification : the struggle against evil thoughts 
was feebler every moment, until at midnight Heron 
lay half intoxicated, wondering what would become 
of him now. 

The fire burned low, but he could see that his 
entertainers were everyone locked in heavy slum- 
bers ; and first he considered in a dreamy way 
whether he had not better join the band of robbers 
and cast in his lot with theirs ; but he could not 
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bear to think of being subjected to the jests and 
sneers of their chief, he could not brook the idea 
of being under the control of another, and knowing 
that if he stayed till morning he should be the sub- 
ject of question and remark, he resolved to take 
his departure at once. Stealing out with noiseless 
footsteps Heron found himself under the winter 
moon, as houseless and friendless as before. With- 
out any settled purpose his steps were directed to- 
wards Rome, the restless fever within impelling him 
forward to the old familiar haunts. That was an 
awful day for Heron. Like a man drifting along 
in a strong current he now and then stretched out 
his hand to check his course, but he only grasped 
at straws and weeds, and then swept onwards and 
downwards, weaker to resist than before. 

The close of that day found Heron in the Im- 
perial City, seeking for his former associates, stifling 
the despairing cries of conscience. His heathen 
friends received him back with acclamations of 
triumph mingled with some incredulity; they al- 
most feared that Heron was feigning, with the hope 
of converting them to Christianity. But they were 
soon at rest on this point, and their satisfaction 
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was intense. The fame of his piety and zeal had 
spread far and wide, and many who had never seen 
Heron thought of him as one of the holiest of men ; 
Christianity received a blow by his apostasy, and 
her enemies became full of insolent rejoicings. It 
mattered not that he came back in poverty and 
rags, he was fed and clothed and housed ; all the 
return they asked was that Heron should entertain 
them as of yore with his wit and mirth, that he 
should devise new schemes of folly and lead their 
adventures, also that he should abuse the religion 
he had forsaken. 

And Heron did not disappoint them, for the 
evil spirit that once possessed him had returned, 
bringing with him seven other spirits more wicked 
than the first. 



XIII. 

** Love is better than fasting, for the former is a Divine law, while 
the latter, on the contrary, is a rule we impose on ourselves of free 
choice. " — Marcianus, 



XIII. 

TV yr ORE than a year had passed by since Alexis 
entered the city of Edessa as a weary, disap- 
pointed pilgrim, penniless and friendless, but as re- 
solute as ever to absent himself from home, with 
all its joys and comforts. On leaving the desert, 
as we have seen, he laid down new rules for his 
life, but though the course he contemplated was 
much more in accordance with the religion of 
Jesus Christ, Alexis was still following human 
judgment rather than Divine precept; he was 
still walking under a cloud because he had left 
the path of duty and his appointed work behind 
him. 

To an observer nothing but a life of idleness and 
beggary seemed open to our pilgrim, but this was 
not what he contemplated ; he had a definite object 
before him, and the contrast this formed to his late 
inactive existence soon inspired him with courage 
and cheerfulness. True he must live on the bounty 
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of the rich, but his wants were very few, and there 
were many charitable Christians in Edessa, and 
directly Alexis had made himself somewhat ac- 
quainted with the city, his own benevolent labours 
began. His pilgrim's habit gave him a ready ad- 
mittance into the dwellings of the poor, and his 
amiable looks and gentle manners quickly won for 
him the love of young and old. Time no longer 
hung heavily on his hands ; in the early morning he 
was abroad standing humbly at the doors of the 
wealthy, to have his wallet filled with broken meats, 
that he always shared with the hungry children of 
the poor; certain hours were given to devotion, 
either in attending the public services in the church 
or kneeling there alone, engaged in prayer and 
meditation. Little space was left for sleep, as night 
after night found Alexis by the side of the sick and 
dying; tender as a woman in ministering to the 
suffering body, and patient in directing the depart- 
ing soul to look for peace and rest beyond the 
grave. Many anxious thoughts perplexed the 
pilgrim in those solemn moments : he was often at 
a loss how to comfort and advise those who were 
entering into eternity, for his own views on the 
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atonement for sin had never been clear, and this 
defect in faith had been the source of his own mis- 
takes and misery. His desires after a holy life had 
always been intense, but there was a confused notion 
in his mind as to the exact extent of Christ's power 
to redeem, and the part man must take himself, in 
order to secure salvation. Here lay the difficulty — 
how much or how little God would require to make 
up the balance. What was Alexis to say to 
wretched men, who, in the last moments of life, 
were just awakening up to a knowledge of their own 
sinfulness } They had no time for good works. If 
holiness was necessary for an entrance into heaven, 
how were these poor sinners, stained with every sort 
of impurity, to be made fit for glory.? He told 
them of Christ, but did not venture to promise 
a full and free forgiveness through faith in Him, did 
not venture to promise righteousness and holiness 
also through faith in Him alone, and so, while 
deeply solicitous for the everlasting happiness of 
his fellow-mortals, Alexis saw them dying around 
him with nothing but a dark uncertainty with 
regard to their future condition. 

In this state of mind our pilgrim was more ready 
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to adopt the new error that was rapidly gaining 
ground in many places. The worship of the Ma- 
donna, as we said elsewhere, took its rise in the 
East, and a considerable number of Christians 
in Edessa had fallen into the idolatrous snare. 
Between them and the adherents of the purer 
faith there were frequent controversies that only 
resulted in the practice of greater extravagances 
on the part of the erring ones; they eagerly 
sought to make converts, extolling the efficacy of 
prayers addressed to the Virgin, and proclaiming 
that the long-felt want of weak and suffering 
humanity was now supplied, a link had been 
formed between earth and heaven, between the 
sinner and the glorified Saviour. 

Alexis had no thought of relinquishing any 
doctrinb that he had formerly held, he only supple- 
mented his other prayers by a few petitions 
offered to the Virgin, and he was surprised and 
pleased to see how his ignorant, benighted neigh- 
bours welcomed the idea of a mediator in the 
person of a woman and a mother. 

Ere long the pious labours and daily self-denials 
of Alexis began to be spoken of in Edessa : none 
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knew from whence he had come, but all judged 
his birth to be noble and his life unspotted. His 
unaffected meekness and evident desire to escape 
notice only increased the general curiosity and 
admiration. The poor had reverenced him from 
the first, and now the rich and learned sought his 
counsel and help ; but although unable to refuse 
advice and consolation, Alexis was not to be 
turned from his purpose of serving the sick and 
the destitute. And so his fame grew until it was 
reported that he possessed miraculous gifts of 
healing ; it was in vain that he protested against 
the notion, for no sooner did he appear in the 
streets than a crowd would follow him, entreating 
his prayers or the touch of his hands for those 
who were diseased. This was an unexpected 
trial to the pilgrim ; he hoped that his indifference 
would soon check the folly of the multitude, but 
on the contrary, they only seemed more deter- 
mined to do him homage, and would cry out, 
**A saint! a saint!" and even went so far as to 
cast their clothes on the ground for him to tread 
upon. 
At length Alexis began to tremble for his 
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virtue ; he dreaded lest in some evil hour his heart 
should be lifted up with vanity and he should fall 
into the power of the wicked one. Again he must 
fly, not now from worldly pleasures, not now from 
himself, but from a life which he had thought would 
surely secure for him a proper, humble frame of 
mind, and fit his soul for immortality. Again he 
must ask himself the question, " Whither shall I 
go ? " and before another day was ended he resolved 
to go to Tarsus and pay his devotions to St. Paul. 
Under cover of the darkness he fled from Edessa 
without a word of farewell to anyone, and on 
reaching the nearest port set sail for the birthplace 
of the great Apostle. 

But Alexis was destined never to behold Tarsus. 
Before he had been many hours at sea a great 
tempest arose, and the ship was driven far out of 
her course ; for days they were at the mercy of the 
winds, tossed to and fro, and almost despairing of 
seeing land again. Down in the hold of the vessel 
lay our poor pilgrim almost sick unto death ; long 
vigils by day and watchings by night had been an 
ill preparation for the miseries of such a voyage. 
Sometimes he thought the sailors looked suspi- 
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ciously at him, as if they r^^arded him as a second 
Jonah and the cause of all their disasters ; a fugitive 
Alexis certainly was, and bound for the city from 
which the cowardly prophet had embarked, but if 
any resemblance existed there it ceased. Still, 
had the sailors proposed to cast their passenger 
overboard to appease the wrath of the elements, 
Alexis would scarcely have raised an objection ; 
always a prey to doubts and fears, he would have 
accepted his fate as an expiation for some undis- 
covered or forgotten sins. But instead of offering 
him as a sacrifice to angry Neptune the terrified 
sailors besought the gentle pilgrim to pray to his 
God to save them from shipwreck. For their 
sakes he prayed, for his own sake he would 
rather have asked that life might end there, seeing 
that life for him had been such a succession of 
failures. 

When hope, at last, had died out of every breas^ 
and the ship was left to drift along as she listed, 
land was seen in the distance, and they found that 
they were nearing the mouth of some harbour. 
Suddenly all was changed on board ; the sailors 
broke their long silence and tried to man their 
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barque as well as they could that the tide might 
carry them safely into port. 

Hearing an unusual commotion above, Alexis 
crawled on deck and gazed around him ; what was 
his astonishment to find that instead of being 
landed at Tarsus he had been brought back again 
to Ostia ! The tears burst from his dim eyes as he 
recognized the familiar features of his native land, 
and when he thought how near he was to home, 
to father, mother, and wife, he laid his head down 
and wept abundantly. What a crowd of memories 
swept over the wanderer I how the love of country, 
home, and kindred swelled his heart almost to 
suffocation ! Separation had not weaned him, his 
sojourn in the desert had not dried up the fountains 
of affection, nor had his incessant labours at Edessa 
stifled one single natural emotion ; human nature 
was as strong as ever within him. 

" Do you know where we are ? " asked one of the 
mariners of Alexis ; " I am almost blind with look- 
ing across the sea so many days in search of land 
or sails." 

"This IS the coast of Italy," replied Alexis, look- 
up, and waving his hand with something of a 
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proud gesture, " and there lies Rome, my native 
city." 

His words were soon repeated and numerous 
questions put to him. 

'* Have you not friends here } " they asked ; " we 
are in a pitiable condition, we have scarcely a 
mouthful of food left ; our ship is a mere wreck, 
and our cargo is either lost or ruined." 

" When I left Rome," said Alexis, *' I renounced 
every friend and tie in the world. If we reach 
Ostia safely I must beg my bread and must sleep 
beneath the open sky. I never expected to see 
this place again, but Providence has sent me back 
that I may die in my own country, and lay my 
bones in the city that gave me birth." 

A mere wreck himself was Alexis when he 
stepped ashore and bade adieu to his late compan- 
ions in peril, after directing them where to apply 
for help in their present forlorn state ; and then the 
pilgrim himself set out for the Coelian Hill, drawn 
thither by a longing he could not resist. He 
wanted just once more to see the walls of his 
father's house, perhaps to catch a glimpse of 
beloved faces from the windows, and then he felt 
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that he should be content to die. The way seemed 
long, for the pilgrim was very weak, and he was 
excited with contending feelings, but at sunset 
next day he stood before the gateway leading to 
the mansion, and pressed his brow against the 
bars. He soon noticed that the place looked al- 
tered : never in his own time did it wear such an 
air of neglect, and as he passed unchallenged 
through the gate and cast his eyes up to the 
windows, the difference was yet more marked ; 
his mother's lattice was closed, and not a sign of 
life was visible. 

" Had they also deserted the pleasant home ? *' 
Alexis asked himself; "or were they dead, the 
broken-hearted victims of his own unrelenting 
vows ? " 

He wandered round the house and gardens, and 
when darkness descended on the hill he betook 
himself to the little chapel, the scene of so many 
conflicts in the past. 

The night was spent in prayer and melancholy 
musings, and when morning came* hunger drove 
Alexis into the city. As he passed his former 
home again an old man opened the gate, and 
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seeing the religious habit of the pilgrim, he saluted 
him respectfully. " Is not this Euphemian's man- 
sion ? " asked Alexis, in a trembling voice. 

" Certainly it belongs to that wealthy consul, 
but he does not dwell here. After his only son 
left home so mysteriously, on the very evening of 
his marriage, Euphemian disliked the spot and 
removed into the city. The son must have been 
possessed by an evil demon to cause so much 
sorrow, and to desert a beautiful wife like the lady 
Claudia." 

Alexis felt guilty for a moment, then he was 
relieved to think that at least he had not caused 
the death of those he loved ; and not wishing to 
hear more he pursued his way. As he traversed 
the streets of Rome he shrank from observation,' 
scarcely daring to encounter the scrutiny of those 
whom he had known so well in days gone by ; but 
the change in himself had been complete, for no 
one glanced a second time at the way-worn 
pilgrim. Wondering in his own mind which was 
Euphemian's present abode, and saying to himself 
that he had better live by the charity of his 
parents than be a burden to strangers, his path was 
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stopped by a retinue of servants issuing from the 
doorway of a large and handsome house. As the 
master swept by in his fine linen robe and graceful 
blue mantle, Alexis, without raising his eyes, held 
out his scrip for alms. The master turned, and 
taking a piece of money from his purse gave it 
to the pilgrim with a few kind words. 

The voice thrilled through the soul of Alexis — it 
was his father's voice, and that was his father's 
face, spite of the settled sadness in his eyes and 
the silvering of his hair and beard. Then Alexis 
had nearly betrayed himself, but seeing that his 
own disguise was perfect, he mastered the impulse 
to throw himself upon Euphemian's bosom, and 
humbly murmured, — 

"I beseech thee give me a corner of refuge 
beneath thy roof, and let me eat of the crumbs 
that fall from my lord's table." 

Without at all suspecting who the pilgrim was, 
the father felt his heart moved with unusual pity, 
and readily granted the request, saying within 
himself, "Alas for my son Alexis! perhaps he 
is now a wanderer, and poor even as this man I " 
and he gave the pilgrim in charge to his servants. 



A Stranger Still. 205 

commanding them to give to him everything that 
was needful. 

But the slaves and servitors of the rich man 
were not particular in obeying his wishes ; they 
thought their master's benevolence to such a 
wretched half-naked beggar was overstrained, 
and gave Alexis for his lodging a mere hole 
beneath the marble steps that led to his father's 
door. No complaint, however, crossed his lips, and 
the servants, instead of being softened by his 
silence and meekness, thought him an idiot and 
mocked him, pulling his matted hair and casting 
dirt upon him. Euphemian, full of cares and 
duties, forgot all about the beggar, and very few 
" crumbs " found their way under the steps to the 
lodger's lips. But a far worse affliction for Alexis 
than this neglect or the insults of the menials was 
to witness the grief of his wife and mother. From 
his place of refuge he could hear Claudia weeping 
in her chamber, and crying through the silent 
night, "O my Alexis! whither art thou gone.? 
Why hast thou espoused me only to forsake me ? " 

By these tender laments and the upbraiding of 
his absence Alexis knew that his vision in the 
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desert had been false, that Claudia loved hi en as 
much as ever, and had not even returned to her 
father's house. This knowledge sorely tempted 
him to declare himself, but still he remained 
stedfast. 

One night Alexis had crept from his hole and 
lay on the marble steps that he might look at 
the stars, and also watch the lamp that shone from 
Claudia's window. While he looked and listened, 
a gay party of revellers appeared, jesting and 
laughing with the uproariousness of men filled with 
wine. Amongst them was one whose mirth was 
loudest, and whose jests exceeded his companions' 
in profanity ; and as he drew near Alexis he 
pointed to him contemptuously. 

"Behold Euphemian's idiot, my friends! He 
hath come forth to be kissed by his lady, the 
moon; she hath smitten him crazy with her 
charms. But, my good sirs, did ye ever have 
the fortune to behold the fair Claudia who lives 
here ? 'Tis said she is still inconsolable for her lost 
husband Alexis. Ah ! ah ! what a poor fool was 
this Alexis, to leave his beauteous bride because, 
forsooth, I bade him do so on pain of losing 
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heaven ! I tell thee, idiot, that after all 
Euphemian's own learned son had less sense 
than even thou possessest." 

The speaker bent towards Alexis as he uttered 
the last sentence, and by the light of a torch 
Alexis saw that it was Heron who addressed 
him. He offered no reply, but went back to 
his retreat with a shudder, as the discordant 
sounds of renewed merriment died away in the 
distance. The poor pilgrim was strangely 
bewildered. Was that indeed Heron, the stern 
recluse who had so often taunted him with weak- 
ness and irresolution ? Had Heron been sincere 
at that time, or merely acting a part that 
he might have the miserable gratification of 
tyrannizing over a fellow-creature by distorting 
his views of duty and affection ? If Heron was a 
true penitent once, how awful had been his 
fall! Like a sow that had been washed, he 
had returned to '* wallowing in the mire.*' 



XIV. 

" Woe is me, because I have not taken away the taste of the 
poisoned Tree, by that of the saving Cross." — St. Paulinus. 
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XIV. 

" T T ERON is the gayest man in Rome," said 
"^ ^ those who met him only at the public 
places of amusement. " Heron is the most miser- 
able wretch within the city walls," was his own 
verdict when the doors of his chamber were closed, 
and his brain was clear from the fumes of wine ; 
indeed, there were times when, even with his chosen 
companions, in the midst of his wildest excesses, 
the most agonizing remorse would seize him, and 
he sank into fits of despondency, until their sarcas- 
tic taunts roused him to commit new acts of insane 
folly. 

But nature as well as conscience felt herself to be 
outraged ; all his life long Heron had been violating 
her laws, as much during the years of his religious 
enthusiasm as during his first and second course of 
dissipation. He began now to show such signs of 
failing health and spirits that his society lost much 
of its charm, and as time passed on he often felt 
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himself slighted and avoided by those who had so 
eagerly welcomed him back to their ranks. Such 
treatment Heron might have foreseen, with his ex- 
tensive knowledge of the world and its selfishness, 
but it made him as bitter and resentful as if it 
were entirely unexpected. Very soon he was too 
unwell to leave his apartment ; one and another of 
his acquaintances looked in upon him the first 
week, and believing his recovery to be hopeless 
they came no more ; he slipped easily out of their 
memories, and no one of them felt bound to supply 
the wants of a sick and useless man. So poverty 
was added to Heron's other trying experiences, and 
the hospital became his only place of refuge. 

One morning, when the blind maiden Lucia, led 
by the constant little Paula, was visiting the 
hospital, she was told that a new patient had 
arrived who was either somewhat crazed or had 
committed dreadful crimes, for all night he had been 
groaning and. talking to himself, refusing to answer 
any questions as to his condition. Lucia was soon 
at his bedside, asking in her sweet, persuasive 
tones what she could do for his relief. Heron 
opened his eyes languidly, and looked alternately 
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at the beautiful woman and the fair child standing 
beside him ; Lucia's drooping eyelids and listening 
attitude plainly showed that she was sightless. 
The pleasantness of the picture they made di- 
verted his thoughts for a moment, then he sighed 
heavily and turned away ; they were like angels 
sent to remind him of the heaven he had lost, and 
the torment of his soul was increased by their 
presence. 

** Can I do nothing to ease thy pain ? " again 
asked Lucia. 

"My disease is hopeless, and I deserve every 
pang that it costs me. Waste not thy charities 
on me, lady." 

"But I cannot pass thee by," returned Lucia, 
seating herself by the pillow and motioning 
Paula out of hearing. " I perceive thy need is 
very great, for thy soul is as sick as thy body. I 
know not whether thy body can be cured, but I 
know that there is a remedy for thy soul, 
whatever its disease." 

Again Heron looked at the face bent towards 
him, with its pure, peaceful expression. **Thou 
knowest nothing, lady; thou couldst not even 
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imagine sins like mine; there is no remedy for 
those who 'crucify the Lord afresh/ and this I 
have done. I was called by the Spirit of the 
Lord, as it were, from hell, I repented deeply 
of the past, but instead of growing meek and 
humble I grew proud of my very tears of 
penitence. I became a ' Pharisee of the Pharisees,' 
full of good works before men, but inwardly 
unsubdued in heart and will. How I despised 
my fellow-creatures and forgot all about charit}' 
and mercy! I intended to rival the greatest 
saints that ever lived. I meant to have a high 
place in heaven by my own wonderful self- 
denials, but instead of that I have been making 
a place for myself in the lowest hell." 

Heron paused for a moment, wearied with 
talking, and although Lucia could not see the 
despair depicted on his thin, hard features, she 

heard it in the intonations of his voice; but 
before she had well considered her reply he 
spoke again : — 

" I was vile enough in those days when I 
thought myself good and holy, but since then 
I have been filling up the measure of my 
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condemnation. I was serving Satan when I 
supposed myself a servant of God, and Satan tore 
off the disguise, and sent me back to the world 
again to be a blasphemer, drunken and unclean, 
to 'heap up wrath against the day of wrath.' 
Satan always pays those who work for him, 
pays them whether they will or no, and his wages 
are the desertion of friends, poverty, disease 
death, and then-^then eternal damnation. And I 
have earned every one of these curses — ^to their 
uttermost." 

"But, poor soul, whoever thou art, there is 
One who died for sinners such as thou art," 
answered Lucia earnestly, " there is yet time " 

"Speak not of Him, maiden, the pure, the 
Holy One ; I am beyond even His reach now. 
Knowing Him to be the Saviour of men, I have 
mocked and reviled Him, I have crowned Him 
with the sharpest thorns, and thinkest thou I 
should ever dare to come as a suppliant and ask 
gifts and favours at His hands } At least I can 
see all that I have lost, and I bewail it, — I shall 
bewail it everlastingly in darkness," and down the 
cheeks of Heron, the lofty scornful Heron, trickled 
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large, scalding tears, tears that were forced from 
him by genuine sorrow for sin, tears of real shame, 
perhaps the first he had ever shed in godly- 
penitence, in sincere humility ; and although 
those who had known his former hoUowness 
would have found encouragement in his present 
distress, no wonder the poor sufferer himself only 
found cause for hopeless remorse. 

" But there is a way to Christ of which perhaps 
thou knowest not," returned Lucia; "there is 
the most blessed Mary, the Mother of Jesus; if 
thou askest, she will intercede with her Son on 
thy behalf. Thou needst not fear to come to 
her^ she has a mother's heart, and deals tenderly 
with all prodigals ; one prayer of thine would melt 
her pity, it would so move her compassion that 
her Son could not withstand her tender plead- 
ings." 

" I have heard of this Christian goddess," 
answered Heron, groaning, "and if that is thy 
remedy, maiden, it is useless to me. I am too 
deep down in the gulf of despair and guilt for 
a woman's arm to rescue me ; it needs a man 
and a God to save one so wicked, and Him I 



Ministering Angels. 217 

have utterly rejected. Thy soft and easy step- 
ping stone to the seat of judgment and mercy 
may please many, but Heron, slave of Satan 
as he hath been, could never be deceived by 
this his last and most seductive lie ; it will lead 
away thousands, I know, but it shall not be added 
to Heron's crimes, nor make his doom more 
intolerable than it is." 

Lucia tried to reason with him, but it was 
useless, and during this and several subsequent 
interviews she found Heron unwilling to converse 
with her. The maiden was surprised and grieved ; 
there were so few who resisted her fascinations, 
so few whom she did not win over to her own 
belief. She had to deal now with a stronger 
character than usual ; Heron puzzled her, and 
perhaps with him she was weaker in argument, 
and less confident in recommending the new 
doctrine. He allowed her to perform little 
offices for him relating to his bodily wants, 
although no attention or skill could stay the 
rapid progress of disease; but one day, as Lucia 
bathed his temples — Paula standing by, holding 
the aromatic water and being eyes to her friend — 
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Heron roused from the sort of stupor that often 
oppressed him, and asked, — 

"Dost thou know Claudia, the daughter 
of Murius, who liveth with Euphemian the 
Consul ? " 

Lucia dropped the sponge with a start; she 
remembered now why the name of Heron had 
seemed familiar to her. "Art thou Heron, who, 
it is said, persuaded Alexis to forsake Claudia 
on the day of their marriage ? '* 

"I am that same unnatural being, maiden. I 
perceive that thou knowest something of Claudia ; 
wilt thou ask her — if indeed she can bear the sight 
of the man who so cruelly wronged her — wilt 
thou ask her to come here ? I cannot hope for 

her forgiveness, but at least I can confess my 
sm. 

" I think, nay, I am sure that she will come, 
though she hath never been abroad since her 
strange widowhood. But do not blame thyself 
over much in this matter ; it may be that Alexis 
blesses thee this day as his deliverer from many 
temptations." 

" Rather that he has died long ago in want 
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and loneliness, cursing me for leading him to 
abandon those he was bound to love and protect. 
Ah, good maiden, I am learning many things 
as I lie here racked with pain ; would that the 
Almighty had taken away my strength years 
ago ! " 

" To-morrow I will bring Claudia," said Lucia, 
preparing to leave him ; " I doubt not she will 
be gentle ; if she seems to reproach thee, 
remember that her heart is broken, and her 
grief as fresh to-day as ever." 

Claudia had spent a more restless, wakeful night 
than usual when Lucia paid her early visit; it 
seemed as if the poor wife were affected by the near 
neighbourhood of her husband : subtle influences 
disturbed the atmosphere around her, and pro- 
duced an impression on her mind of something 
about to happen : she was nervous at every sound, 
and would sit for hours as if expecting she scarce 
knew what. So Lucia found her, with hands tightly 
clasped and a feverish flush on her cheeks ; these 
outward signs were invisible to the blind maiden, 
but she felt that her friend was fluttered in manner, 
and that there was a peculiar ring in her voice. 



220 Noble J but not the Noblest. 

" Is aught amiss, dear Claudia ? Is Aglea well ? " 
asked Lucia, passing her small, soft hand over 
Claudia's hot brow. 

'' Aglea is as usual, and so are all things else, 
but I know not how it is, Lucia, I feel strangely ; 
my heart throbs at times as if I heard a sound of 
coming footsteps — and I almost expect to see my 
Alexis enter the chamber; and then the feeling 
dies away and I know it is all a delusion, a dream 
that leaves me more unhappy than before/' and 
Claudia laid her head on Lucia's shoulder and 
wept passionately. 

Lucia soothed her as she had often done, and 
when the desolate heart had found a temporary 
relief she introduced her errand. 

" There is some one, Claudia, at the hospital who 
wishes to see thee ; couldst thou go there with me 
this morning ? " 

" Oh, Lucia, thou knowest I never leave home ; 
thou art welcome to all I have to give, but I should 
be no helper to thee or any one by my presence." 

" But this is no common patient, Claudia, who 
begs to speak with thee, indeed I almost fear to 
speak his name in thy hearing, only I promised 
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thou wouldst accompany me. It is Heron, the 
former zealot, who lies sick unto death, and prays 
thee to see him before his departure." 

" Heron ! Heron ! " exclaimed Claudia, starting 
to her feet in great excitement ** He who decoyed 
my husband from me ! he who made me a widow 
in the first hour of our union ! We have sought 
for him everywhere — perhaps he knows where 
Alexis is — alas ! perhaps he has to tell me when 
and how he died. But let us go at once, Lucia, 
any tidings seem better than this daily torturing 
suspense." 

" Dear Claudia, Heron knows nothing, he hath 
nothing to tell thee, only to express remorse; I 
assure thee he is as ignorant as we are of thy 
husband's fate." 

The light of hope faded out of Claudia's eyes 
and she wrung her hands impatiently; then a 
thought struck her. " He would not tell tAee all, 
Lucia, doubtless he wishes to impart what he 
knows to me alone. He must know something, 
at least where Alexis went at first and what he 
had determined on. We will go now, lest death 
should seal Heron's lips ere his tale is told." 
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While speaking Claudia had reached her mantle 
and veil^ and quickly arraying herself took Lucia's 
hand and led her from the chamber. 

From his hiding-place Alexis, with surprise, saw 
them descend the marble steps ; he had noticed 
Lucia come and go, but he had heard the servants 
say that Claudia never crossed the threshold. He 
could not see her face, she was too closely veiled ; 
but it was impossible for him to mistake the grace- 
ful outline of her figure for that of any other woman 
in the world. And she went forth in eager haste, 
to glean with thankfulness the most remote intelli- 
gence of him whom her robe almost swept in pass- 
ing. He longed to cast himself before her, to lift 
the veil that hid her beloved countenance from his 
sight, to touch but the edge of her mantle. Where 
was thy renunciation of all earthly weakness, Alexis, 
when, after thy wife had disappeared, thou didst 
kiss the cold marble that her feet had touched ? 
wouldst thou have been less pure and holy had 
those kisses been imprinted on her lips ? But the 
marble was no betrayer ; it showed no trace of the 
husband's love. 

Meanwhile the ladies pursued their way in 
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silence, Claudia's long retirement making her feel 
confused in the busy streets of Rome. On reaching 
the hospital, Lucia took the part of guide and went 
direct to Heron's couch ; assuring herself that he 
was awake, she simply told him that Claudia had 
come at his request, and then withdrew to the 
farthest end of the room, diverting the notice of 
others from her friend. 

Claudia felt as if all power of speech had de- 
serted her, and she sank on the seat beside the bed, 
her eyes plainly asking the question that her tongue 
refused to utter. Heron read the meaning of her 
looks and wished he had some other answer to give. 

" I can tell thee nothing of thy husband, noble 
Claudia; would that I knew myself what has be- 
come of him ! But I could not die without teHing 
thee what part I took in his desertion of home and 
country." 

"And thou canst not tell me whether he is alive 
or dead ? " articulated Claudia, almost fainting from 
the effects of alternate hope and disappointment 

"I swear that I am perfectly ignorant of his 
present condition," replied Heron, himself much 
agitated. '^ Before his marriage was spoken of he 
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had a strong inclination for a hermit's life ; this I 
urged him to carry out, but he was always held 
back by his reluctance to offend his parents. 
While I was absent, however, on a pilgrimage, he 
was betrothed, and I returned the very evening of 
his marriage. Still I determined to use my influ- 
ence, which I knew was very great, and I showed 
myself to him in the midst of the feast." 

Claudia gasped for breath and whispered, 
"Hadst thou no pity then? Didst thou fear I 
should lead him into sin ? " 

Heron's eyes glistened. "Even then, noble 
lady, my heart felt inexorable ; I saw thy dazzling 
beauty, thy innocent joy, I knew that thou wert 
counted pious and charitable, and yet I had no 
pity — I even confess to a malignant pleasure in 
breaking up the earthly Paradise from which I was 
excluded. Alexis left thy side and met me in the 
garden; then I threatened, in the name of the 
Lord, to curse his home and all he loved, for I had 
seen into the innermost recesses of his soul, and 
knew that his tender, over-scrupulous conscience 
would instantly take alarm — and to save those 
dear to him from my denunciations he consented 
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to fly that very hour. After bidding thee farewell 
he came to me in the little chapel ; there was no 
time for words, my only care was to conceal and 
ensure his flight. I did not direct or ask aught con- 
cerning his destination, feeling sure that he would 
seek some desert place ; and after seeing him 
embark in a small boat, with the tide to carry him 
swiftly to Ostia, I never beheld him again." 

Claudia lifted her head, that had sunk upon 
her trembling hands, to ask another question, 
but Heron, who had talked in extreme pain 
and with difficulty, looked as if about to expire ; 
she quickly bent over him, supporting his 
head and using what restoratives were near, 
tending him as gently as she might have done 
her greatest friend. Although partially uncon- 
scious for a time, Heron knew that she was 
near, and knew that she was doing for him all 
that kindness could suggest. When he seemed 
to be rallying again, Claudia left the hospital, 
fearful of hastening* his end by her presence. 

But early the following day she went again, 
this time with more thought of the sufferer 
than herself; she was convinced he had no 

15 
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more information in his possession, but during 
the night, recalling his expression of hopeless 
misery, she felt sure he was not prepared for 
the change that must shortly come, and her 
duty as a Christian impelled her to visit him 
once more. Claudia's nature could not har- 
bour ill-will towards any one, she did not even 
think within herself that Heron needed her 
forgiveness, she felt that she had suffered 
through his means, but he was sick and dying 
and wretched, iand repentant of his deed ; per- 
haps, also, the fact that his name had been so 
closely associated with her husband's — that once 
he had been the confidant of Alexis, and knew 
more of his religious life than any other mortal 
— these circumstances gave him an interest in 
her eyes apart from the common instinct of 
v^omanly pity. 

After inquiring of Heron how he had passed 
the night, and whether he had all that was 
necessary for his comfort, Claudia remarked, 
"Thou art very sick; life must be a burden to 
thee now." 

"It is full of misery," replied Heron; "and 
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yet I shrink to let go my hold, for death will 
bring me no ease." 

"Yet surely thou knowest that Christ hath 
taken away the sting from death, and made it 
but a peaceful sleep for those who believe in 
Him/' 

" But I am a castaway, noble Claudia, forsaken 
by man and God, and given over to the wicked 
one." 

"I know that God hath not left thee utterly, 
Heron," said Claudia, with quiet confidence. " He 
sent me here to-day to say that He is still willing 
to forgive — and I deliver His message without a 
doubt, although I am unacquainted with the nature 
of thy sins. Thy fellow-creatures have not de- 
serted thee, thou art cared for by these good 
sisters, Lucia is full of kind thoughts for thee, 
and Claudia would find some consolation, even in 
her sorrow, to know that thou wert going to a 
better world." 

Her words and manner touched Heron keenly ; 
he had thought to find her full of resentment and 
bitter reproaches, parading her grief and leaving 
him with the added weight of her malediction. 
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"I wonder thou shouldst wish to see me in 
heaven," he exclaimed ; ** I have done thee nought 
but ill." 

" Thou didst no more than the Lord permitted, 
let not that trouble thee now ; think of thy Father 
in heaven, how full of love and pity He is, and of 
thy sympathising Saviour who died for sinners : 
had we been saints we might have done without 
the Cross, but our sinfulness is our plea with Jesus." 

" Not such monstrous guilt as mine," returned 
Heron, and he told Claudia his history, hiding and 
softening nothing, indeed he was prone now to 
exaggerate the smallest fault, and to look on every 
act of weakness as the result of depravity. Claudia 
listened patiently, but still maintained that there 
was forgiveness for him through Christ, and a 
fountain open that would wash away his darkest 
stains. He found that she made no mention of the 
Virgin Mary, and perhaps this fact made Heron 
place more confidence in her teaching. 

For a few days his life was lengthened out, and 
the last time Claudia saw him she met with less 
opposition to the truths she pressed upon him. 
Looking gratefully at her he said, "If anything 
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could make me believe in the forgiveness of God, 
it would be thine own wonderful goodness towards 
me. 

" Yet I am a sinful, erring woman, and can only 
forgive as such ; but the Father above forgives like 
a Father and a God, tenderly and royally. Oh, 
believe that He delighteth to show mercy, to 
snatch His creatures from destruction ! Thy con- 
demnation would give Him no satisfaction, but 
thy salvation would be for His glory. Believe in 
His willingness to save thee ! " 

Whether the weary wanderer was enabled to 
exercise this trust none ever knew, but as Claudia 
gazed next morning on his lifeless features, she 
thought a change must have come ere his de- 
parture, for the hard lines of his face were subdued, 
and it expressed only wonder, awe, and sorrowful 
humility — far other expression, she thought, would 
have been stamped there, had he felt all the horrors 
of despair that he must have done at entering the 
Valley of Death unlighted by one gleam of hope. 
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" There are indeed different kinds of conflict, but there is only 
one crown of victory."— JoviNiAN. 



XV. 



T^OR nearly a week Alexis had not been able to 

leave his narrow cell ; his tempestuous passage 

along the Mediterranean had left him very feeble, 

and all stimulants to labour being withdrawn his 

strength had ebbed away fast, life flickering within 

him like an expiring taper. He felt little pain, 

and no corporeal dread of his last enemy, but an 
unutterable sadness oppressed his spirit when he 

looked back and thought of the unprofltableness 

of his career ; doubts and misgivings had met him 

at every step he had taken — never had he felt one 

hour's perfect repose through calm reliance on the 

guidings of an all-wise Providence. The sweet 

dove, Peace, had never sheltered in his bosom, for 

there had always been an inward tumult that 

retarded the growth of the highest Christian 

graces. 

True it was that Alexis possessed most of the 
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qualifications for a saint or martyr : a devotional 
habit of mind, a peculiarly unworldly spirit, with 
a power to endure physical pains and discomforts 
that made ease and wealth no temptations to 
him ; but a want of self-reliance and decision, an 
inability to think clearly and to rely upon his 
own well-considered conclusions, increased by an 
over-sensitiveness of disposition and an absence of 
moral courage, — ^thes^ defects were often foils to his 
noblest traits of character, and thus, after sacrificing 
himself and those he loved, he miserably failed 
where others, endowed with fewer and meaner 
gifts, had built themselves a lasting name and 
monument. 

All this and much besides Alexis discovered 
when it was too late, when health and opportunities 
were gone; he began to think what might have 
been his history, how with Claudia's help and 
counsel they might have done much for the cause 
of Christianity and benevolence in Rome itself, 
or, had the path been opened, have gone to spread 
the truth in other lands; but now Claudia's life 
and usefulness had been wrecked, he had taken 
her from a happy home, where she had been prized 
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and loved, and of which she had been the pride 
and joy ; he had won her heart only to break it. 
And had he not been an unnatural son also ? was 
not the home of his ancestors deserted ? had he 
not pierced his mother's heart through with life- 
long sorrow ? were not Euphemian's energies as a 
man and a citizen half paralysed ? was he not 
expending his thoughts and his property in a 
fruitless but untiring search for the missing 
one? 

And neither earth nor heaven would be richer 
for all this sacrifice ; noble as had been the 
aspirations and aims of our pilgrim — for we do 
not overlook the purity of his motives or the 
guilelessness of his heart — ^he had turned aside 
from far higher prospects, where there was ample 
room for the exercise of his noblest gifts and his 
passion for self-immolation. In following the 
plain path of duty, and in obeying the dictates 
of sanctified nature, he might have finished his 
course with joy, sure of a reward and crown 
laid up for him in heaven. 

Now, unable even to solicit alms from the passers- 
by, and foi^otten or despised by those who 
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had been charged with his maintenance, Alexis 
must have died from actual starvation at the 
rich man's door, but for the compassionate care 
of one of the women servants, who, after expos- 
tulating with the steward of the household, 
and more than once reproving her fellow-servants 
for their unkindness to a sick and harmless 
beggar, took upon herself to carry him food 
during the few last weeks of his life. This maid 
was somewhat of a favourite with Claudia, and 
generally waited on her in her own apartment, 
and the mistress would have heard about the 
pilgrim, but she seemed unusually troubled at 
this time by her recent interviews with Heron, 
and the maid feared to add to her distress, 
Claudia was also deliberating in her own mind 
whether she ought not to tell Euphemian of the 
zealot's death, for she knew that her father-in-law 
always charged his messengers to search for 
Heron as well as for his son, for the former 
having disappeared on the same night as Alexis, 
it was of course supposed that they had fled 
in company. 

Unwilling to rely entirely upon her own 
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judgment, Claudia resolved to consult a certain 
Roman matron, named Francesca, who she knew 
would at least give her sensible and Christian 
advice. It was towards evening when Claudia, 
suitably attended, repaired to her friend's house, 
and in brief words stated the object of her 
untimely visit. 

" Thou must tell Euphemian the whole matter," 
Francesca said at once, in a voice that plainly 
told her hearer that she was happy to her very 
heart's core — such a contrast to Claudia's minor 
tones, "Nothing would be gained by concealing 
any of these facts, and couldst thou not persuade 
him to discontinue his search ? Leave thy loved 
one in the hands of his heavenly Father." 

Claudia could not reply, and the matron 
continued, " Hast thou no comfort in thy Saviour's 
love? If thine Alexis, absent and so little 
known, is a rival to thy Lord, what would Alexis 
have become if present, and daily more beloved ? 
Perchance, dear Claudia, thou wert in danger of 
idolatry ? " 

''And dost thou think that this is why my 
husband was parted from me, and why he returns 
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not after all my prayers and wrestlings on his 
behalf?" anxiously questioned the desolate wife. 
" Nay, Claudia, I will not venture to say that ; 
the good Lord may have other reasons for with- 
holding this desire of thine heart. Rather ask 
thyself if thou art reaping any profit from thine 
afflictions — if the furnace is really refining thee. 
Art thou not too much wrapped up in thy 
grief, and forgetful of the sorrow there is in the 
world around us ? I ask all this in love, dear 

friend." 

''I know thou dost, Francesca, and it is good 
for me to be rebuked. I have indeed been sinful, 
and thought to fulfil all the requirements of charity 
through the medium of another." 

"That cannot be, the Lord wants us more 
than ours. Thou thinkest that Alexis — beyond 
thy ministry — may be sick and poor ; would it 
not comfort thee to help those thou knowest to 
be such } And if thou canst not reach Alexis 
through them, thou mayest find thy Saviour. 
He seemeth to come to me continually under 
the disguise of sickness, sorrow, and poverty." 

"With thy numerous household, Francesca, I 



Family Piety. 239 



marvel thou hast time for deeds of benevolence, 
as well as for prayer and meditation, yet I know 
thy piety doth not decline." 

"When required, dear Claudia, a wife and 
mother must leave her God at the altar and 
find Him in her family affairs. I have my Lord's 
presence in every corner of my home ; He doth 
not confine Himself to one place. Every employ- 
ment thus becomes another form of worship, 
and in my common daily duties I find as much 
room for self-denial as doth the strictest ascetic 
in self-appointed tasks. The Lord will not place 
us where we cannot glorify Him." 

"I have been tempted to think otherwise," 
replied Claudia humbly. 

"Thy lesson hath been a peculiarly hard one 
to learn," said Francesca, " but our Father is very 
patient with us, and He knows the weight 
of the cross laid upon thee." 

After Claudia's return home, her maid brought 
in some choice foreign fruits for her refreshment, 
but Claudia turned from the luxuries with a 
feeling almost of aversion, and told the maid 
to partake of them herself, if she cared for foreign 
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delicacies. She replied that she would accept 
some for a stranger who was ill. 

" Where does he dwell } asked Claudia ; " I will 
visit him myself to-morrow." 

The maid looked rather confused for a minute, 
and then frankly told her mistress of the pilgrim's 
condition, of the behaviour of the other servants, 
and her own interference and perplexity. 

" Thou didst wrong," said Claudia, " to hide this 
from me — Euphemian will be very wroth when 
he hears of these doings, and this neglect of his 
commands ; but it shall not appear that thou 
art the informer lest it breed ill-will against thee. 
But dost thou really believe that the pilgrim is 
sick beyond all cure ? " 

" Truly I do," replied the maid ; *' but he is 
of a reserved temper and sayeth little of him- 
self." 

•' Doth he speak of his travels, if he hath been 
far from here ? " 

" He hath spoken once of being in Egypt, my 
lady, and on the borders of Palestine, but I think 
Italy is his native land." 

" Well, make him as easy as thou canst for this 
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night/' said Claudia ; " to-morrow he shall be better 
housed and cared for." 

Left alone, Claudia thought over her maid's 
account of the poor pilgrim with painful regret, re- 
proaching herself again for being so oblivious of 
what was taking place beneath her very windows, 
and on retiring to rest, with her thoughts so full of 
the ill-used stranger, it is no wonder that Claudia 
should dream of him, as soon as she fell asleep. 
Strangely vivid scenes passed before her in which 
he played the part of several different persons ; but 
at length Claudia dreamed that she sat in her 
chamber, with the girdle in her lap that had been 
her bridegroom's parting gift ; suddenly the gems 
in the girdle seemed to flash as if there was a lu- 
minous presence in the room, and there, standing 
before her, she thought she saw a form, not alto- 
gether strange to her, for the face of the bright 
being bore some resemblance to Heron's as she saw 
it after death. Then a voice that sounded far 
away addressed her abruptly, 

" Go and speak to the pilgrim who lieth beneath 

Euphemian's threshold ; he will tell thee somewhat 

of Alexis." 

16 
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With this Claudia awoke, greatly agitated and 
fully believing that the dream was from heaven ; 
she rose immediately and dressed in trembling 
haste — she could not wait for to-morrow, that very 
hour she felt constrained to obey the mysterious 
injunction. With a lamp in her hand she noise- 
lessly left her own apartment, and soon found her- 
self outside the chief door of the mansion ; her 
heart throbbed violently as she felt the night ?iir 
fan her cheeks, but the voice still seemed echoing, 
'*Go and speak to the pilgrim," and she glided 
down the white, polished steps and stooped to 
enter the narrow, doorless opening that admitted 
her to the hollow space within. 

The pilgrim lay upon a heap of loose straw, 
which the maid had covered that evening with 
some clean linen ; he still wore the threadbare 
flowing habit of his order, but it did not conceal 
the ravages of consumption on his frame, and its 
dusky shade heightened the corpse-like pallor of 
his countenance and the delicacy of his wasted 
hands. He was dozing at that moment, with his 
hands clasped as if he had been engaged in prayer, 
and over his pale lips a faint smile hovered as if 
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already he was catching a glimpse of the rest be- 
yond. Much of this, and the natural grace of his 
posture, Claudia took in with a single glance, then 
shading the lamp with her hand she knelt down to 
examine the pilgrim's features before she roused 
him ; death was very near, but life, as her last bene- 
faction, had restored the sleeper's youthful beauty, 
she had smoothed out the lines that want and care 
had drawn, and left a perfect portrait of Alexis, the 
courtier and the bridegroom, carved in alabaster. 

With a piercing cry, in which joy and pain and 
astonishment were equally mingled, Claudia threw 
her arms around the pilgrim and bowed her head 
upon his breast. 

" Oh, my Alexis ! My Alexis ! Thou art found 
at last ! " 

The sleeper unclosed his eyes, bewildered for a 
moment, then a look of ineffable thankfulness 
overspread his countenance; perhaps he was too 
far from earth now to be greatly affected by its 
strangest events, perhaps he had so long felt that 
any day an accident might reveal his identity, but 
he showed very little surprise at finding his wife so 
near. 
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Drawing her closer to him till her cheek touched 
his own, he murmured, " Thank God ! I see my 
Claudia's face once more ! " 

"But I cannot, will not, let thee die now," 
moaned Claudia, clasping him convulsively. 

"Hush thee, my love," replied Alexis, gasping 
for breath. " I was almost past the gates of death 
when I heard thy voice ; the Great King will only 
wait a little while for me to speak with thee." 

Claudia tried to check her sobs, and raising her 
husband gently till his head rested on her bosom, 
she whispered, 

" Why didst thou leave me, beloved ? " 

" I did not forsake thee willingly, dear wife ; I 
thought the Lord called me to renounce thee and 
all I loved. But now, in the broader light of 
eternity, my whole life appears a wasted one, all 
my efforts to purify myself and to become holy 
have failed. I did not comprehend that holiness 
is as much the Lord's gift as pardon, that it was to 
secure both these blessings for us that He died. I 
see it all now, and the foolishness of my efforts to 
make myself holy. I have missed my way, I have 
lost everything ! and have just groped back to 
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the Cross, as empty and naked and sinful as when 
first I knelt at its foot." 

The pathetic sadness of Alexis' voice thrilled 
through Claudia's loving heart, she forgot her own 
grief as she kissed his troubled brow, and soothed 
him as a mother does her child. 

" Dear husband, thou hast Christ left, thou canst 
not be empty with His love to fill thy soul, nor 
naked with His robe of righteousness to cover thee ; 
and thy sins. He hath washed them all away." 

Alexis looked up with a grateful smile. " Yes, 
I have my Saviour still ; in all my wanderings He 
hath followed me with unwearied love and patience ; 
I have brought Him no return for all His pains, 
and yet He comes to me now and takes the fear 
and sting of death away." 

As Alexis panted out the last sentence Claudia 
saw his eyes become filmy and felt his hand grow 
chill in hers — she knew that he was passing from 
her, and again the anguish of her soul burst forth : 

'' Speak to me once again^ my Alexis, say that 
thou lovest me." 

The question recalled his fast failing conscious- 
ness, and in clear, low tones he answered. 
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" I have ever loved thee ; thou wilt know all 
hereafter; " then after a pause he exclaimed, 
" Would that I might live my years over again ! 
But oh ! to find heaven at last after such a useless 
life ! Oh, the love of Jesus ! at least I may praise 
Him in heaven." 

" Farewell," sighed Claudia. 

** Farewell, dear love, farewell father, mother, tell 

them " but the message was unspoken ; the 

pilgrim's lips were now sealed in a silence that no 
human call could break, and his spirit went 
humbly yet trustingly into the presence of its 
forgiving Lord. 



THE END. 
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pressing, and may be welcomed is the Editor of 'The Boy's 

as a welcome present for chil- Own Paper,' and the skill he 

dren. The illustrations are has displayed there has been 

above the average of those brought to the preparation of 

vouchsafed to us in children's the present volume'' — Congre- 

books.^^ — Spectator. gationalist. 

** A well chosen collation. 

CHEAP EDITION OF PRESIDENT GARFIELD'S LIFE. 

Now ready, price EigJUeenpetwe, •with fine Steel Portrait of President Garfield. 

FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE HOUSE. The Story of the Life of 
President Garfield. By W. M. Thayer. The materials for this work were 
furnished by President Garfield himself, and by several of his intimate friends 
and associates. Ten Large Editions having been rapidly sold, the Pub- 
lishers have been led to issue this cheap edition at a price which will bring the 
work within the reach of the multitudes to whom 'the name of Garfield is a 
household word. 

The 5s. Edition is still on sale, and forms a handsome Gift Book. 

THE PIONEER BOY. AND HOW HE BECAME PRESIDENT. The 
Story of the Life of Abraham Lincoln. By the same Author. Sixth Thou- 
sand. With Steel Portrait, and handsomely bound, 5s. . , 

^^ A capital book for young men. ^^ We doubt not this spleiuUd 

No novelisfs plot is half so volume, which the publishers 

strange and exciting as this story. have presented in a very attrac- 

It should be in allStinday School live garb, will meet with as much 

libraries, and on the shelf of acceptance as its predecessor,^ — 

favourite books in every housed — Christian. * 
Sheffield Independent. 

TACT, PUSH, AND PRINCIPLE: A Book for those who wish to Succeed in 
Life. By the same Author. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, handsomely 
bound, 3s. 6d. 

London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



THE WESIONS OF RIVERDALE ; or. The Ttials and Triumphs of 
Temperance Prittciples, By E. C. A. Allen, Author of " Echoes of Heart 
L':' Whispers," etc Handsomely bound. Crown 8vo, price 5s. 

Contents : — Changes — The Wedding Day — Lights and Shadows — Un- 
successful Proposals — Gathering Clouds — An Unexpected Arrival — An Invi- 
tation — A Mystery — A New Friend — A Death-bed Scene — Constancy — An 
Apparant Mistake — The Village Wakes — Jessie Wilmot — An Important 
Decision — A New Home — Mutual Confidence — Colonial Life — The Wanderer's 
Death — Prospect Hall — A Veil Lifted — Medical Advice and its Results — 
Prevention better than Cure, etc. 



THE CHILDREN'S ISLE. By Eliza Meteyard (Silverpen). With Five 
Full-page Illustrations. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 500 
pages, price 6s. 



DYING SAVIOUR AND THE GIPSY GIRL, and other Tales. By 
Marie Hall (nee Sibree). Twelfth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

" The stories are gracefully and the moral conveyed by them 
written : they are marked by is unexceptionable,^' — Spectator. 
good feeling and refined taste^ 



LAURA LINWOOD ; or. The Cost of an Accomplishment. By the Author 
of " Selina's Story." Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, price %%. 

^ "... The story is cleverly " The book is well written and 
«/r///^«.'"— Guardian. interesting:' —C^yxxx Circular. 

THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OF PEARLS. A Biography of Light 
and Shade. By the same Author. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
price 5s. 

"'The White Cross and Dove to interest, to amuse, and to ele- 

of Pearls ' will not disappoint the vate her readers. It is a fictton 

expectations of those who may without false sentiment, without 

already have formed justly high unhealthy imagination, and with- 

opinions of this strikingly original out a single vulgar or frivolous 

and sympathetic writer's ability idea."— Daily Telegraph. 

London: Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



HOW INDIA WAS WON BY ENGLAND UNDER CLIVE AND. 
HASTINGS. With a Chapter on Afghanistan. By the Rev. B. W. 
Savile, M.A., Rector of ShiUingford. Handsomely bound, with Twelve 
Illustrations and Coloured Map. Crown 8vo, price 5s. . 



" // may he numbered with the 
books of which Dr. Johjtson la- 
ments that there are so feWy and 
we may say of it that we regret 
it is not longer, Mr. Savile 



writes in a fluent^ easy style ^ ana 
this book is replete with interest- 
ing inforjnation on the present 
as well as the past condition of 
India. " — Record. 



BELVS STANDARD ELOCUTIONIST. Principles and Exercises. Fol- 
lowed by a Copious Selection of Extracts in Prose and Poetry, Classified and 
Adapted for Reading and Recitation. By D. C. and A. M. Bell. New 
and Greatly Enlarged Edition. Containing over 500 of the choicest extracts in 
the English Language, with the Principles of Elocution fully stated. Strongly 
half-bound in roan, crown 8vo, 510 pages, price 3s. 6d. 



" This is the best book of the 
kind.^^ — Bookseller. 

" Has long been accepted and 
held as one of the best books on 
the subject r — N.B. Daily News. 



"/j strongly bounds and itt 
every way fitted for the use of 
schools^ — Dublin Express . 

" Has richly deseri'ed its wide 
popularity.^^ — Standard. 



SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW; or. Gleanings f^om my Life Work. Com- 
prising : Personal Experiences, Anecdotes, Incidents, and Reminiscences ; 
gathered from Thirty-seven Years' Experience on the Platform, and among 
the People at Home and Abroad. By John B. Gough. Cheap Editions^ 
8vo. With Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; without Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 



" To say that * Sunlight and 
Shadow' is an interesting book 
conveys little meaning Contain- 
ing much that is descriptive oj the 
lives of great men of this country 
and of America^ and biimming 
over with aftecdotal illustration^ 
presented with consujjtmate tact, 
its pages are engrossing to a 
degree seldom attained."-- Daily 
Review. 

*^A book that will be universally 



popular. It is as full of jokes as 
a volume of Punch, as sensible as 
Sam Sticky as earnest as Mr. 
Spurgeon, and, in parts, as elo- 
gztent as its famous author^ — 
^Sheffield Independent. 

" // is sure to be popular, and 
all its teaching is sound and good j 
not only as to temperance, but re- 
ligion and all that is pure atid 
honest and elevating.^' — Sword 
and Trowel. 



London : Hodder and Stoughion, 27, Paternoster Row. 



NETTIE AND KATE ; or. Onward to the Heights of Life. An American 
Story. With Three Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, price js. 



NOTHING BUT LEAVES:- By Sarah Doudney, Author of "Janet Dar- 
ney*s Story," "Wave upon Wave," etc. With Frontispiece. Cheap Edition 
Crown 8vo, cloth. Handsomely bound, price 3s. 6d. 



" Miss Doudney is known as a 
writer of graceful poems as well 
as a story-writer, and the delicacy 
which characterizes her verses is 
reflected in her prose style. It is 



a tale of a pleasing kind, quite 
free from the unhealthy excite- 
ment which is sometimes not 
absent even in books written for 
the young J*^ — Daily News. 



THA T BOY I WHO SHALL HA VE HIM t An American Story. By W. 
H. Daniels. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

"// is cleverly and vigorously live of the struggle between good 
written. The story is well and and evil influences. ^^ — Spectator. 
vigorously told— -a graphic narra- 

EPHRAIM AND HELAH : A Story of the Exodus. By Edwin Hodder. 
Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 

" Mr. Hodder gives a vivid before the time of the coming of 
description of the daily life of Moses. The picture is full of 
the Hebrews immediately at and interest.^^ — Queen. 

TOSSED ON THE WA VES. A Story of Young Life. By the same 
Author. Twelfth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

" We cannot think thai a boy The scenes of life an the sea and 

could take up the book without in the colonies are peculiarly 

feeling its fascination, or without attr active. ^^ — British Quarterly 

rising a better lad from its perusal. Review. 



THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City Life. By the same Author. 
Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 2s. 6d. 



" Mr. Shipton observes that the 
author described this tale to him 
as a fiction. He remarks: ^ It 
may be^so to him, but for every 
one of its statements I could sup- 
ply a fact. It is not merely true 
to nature as a narration of the 
means by which young men may 



be — // is a true record of the ways 
in which many have been, and 
many still are being — led to dis- 
honour and ruin . * Such a recom- 
mendation as this will be sufficient 
to ensure for this little book a 
hearty welcome for many readers ^^ 
— Christian World. 



Loftdon : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



KOTlimC BUT LEAVES. 



DAISY. SNOWFLAKE'S SECRET; A Story oj Ettglish Home Life, By 
Mrs. G. S. Reaney. Crown 8vo, doth, elegantly bound, price 5s. 

MORNING THOUGHTS FOR OUR DA UGHTERS, By the same Author 
Handsomely bound in cloth, price is. 6cl. 

OUR DA UGHTERS: Their Lives Here and Hereafter, By the same Author. 
Fifth Thousand, Handsomely bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

Contents : — Something that may help. — What constitutes a Happy 
Christian. — Worldly Hindrances : Doubts. — Salvation : What is it ? — Con- 
straining Love. — Helps and Hints to Young Christians. — Thoroughness in 
Christian Work. — The Ministry of Suffering. — The Ministry of Little Things. 
— Recreation. — A Good Wife. — Christian Work and its Reward. 



OUR BROTHERS AND SONS, By the same Author. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

Contents : — ^W' hat is your Life ? — Life's Purpose : What is it ? — Life's 
Possibilities : Boyhood, Manhood. — Life as some Live it : I'he Household 
Bear. — Life at its Best : True Happiness, What is it? — Life as it Should be : 
Right Choosing. — Life as it may be Lived : Sympathy. — Life's Best Success. 

OLIVER WYNDHAM, A Tale of the Great Plague, By the Author of 
<* Naomi ; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem," etc. Eleventh Thousand. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

AFRICA, PAST AND PRESENT, By an Old Resident. With Map 
and numerous Full-page Illustrations. Third Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

SELF-SURRENDER, A Second Series of ** Consecrated Women.'' By Mary 
P. Hack. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 

CONSECRATED WOMEN, By the same Author. Fourth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, price 5s. Handsomely bouod. 

" The memorials are all deeply " The stories of such philan- 

tnterestingy bright, and vivid,'' — thropic women are profoundly 
Freeman. touching,^ — Spectator. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row* 



JOS A AND BENJAMIX. A Tale of Jerusalem in the Time of the Herods. 
By Professor F. Delitzsch, Leipzig. Translated by J. G. Smieton, 
M.A. Elegantly bound. Crown 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 



" The foil (nvi7ig note iviil be 
read 'with interest, as shozving 
the light in which the author 
himself regards ' Jose aiid 
Benjamin ' ; ' Dear Sir, — 
You have tra?i slated my " Tale 
of Jerusalem i?i the Ti??te of 
the Herods, ' ' and, as my friend, 
Dr. Salmotidy informs me, 
frcm sympathy with its con- 
tents and with its author, T 
a7n much pleased and feel my- 
self hof loured : but I am also 



grateful, for you are helping 
to make more zvidely known a 
little book which has more in- 
dividuality than anything I 
have written. It is a piece of 
my 0W71 life, reflected i?i a his- 
toric mirror, but written for 
the glory of God and of His 
Christ, Let my '^ Jose and 
Benjamin," then, wander 
through England, — Yours, F. 
Delitzsch.' " 



CANAL ADVENTURES BY MOONLIGHT. By George Smith, 
F.S.A., of Coalville. Second Thousand. Price 3s. 6d., cloth gilt, with 
Frontispiece. 

" Mr. George Smithy of Coal- 
ville^ has followed up his ' Canal 
Population' with another book 
which is ei7iinently characteristic^ 



and contains many fcu:t5 of much 
importance concerning tJie work- 
ing of the Canal Boats Act of 
1 877."— Saturday Review. 



MARIONS STORY ; or, ''Softly all my Years.'' By the Author of 
** Morag, a Tale of Highland Life." CrowTi Svo, cloth elegant, price 
23. 6d. 

SEPPEL ; or, The Bui-ning of the Synagogue at Munich, By Gustav Nieritz. 



With Frontispiece, cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

" The narrative is of thrilling 
interest^ the descriptive matter is 
very pretty and pleasing, the 
character sketching is exceedingly 



effective, and the purpose of the 
book is worked out with consum- 
mate skillJ^ — Edinburgh Daily 
Review. 



BUSY HANDS AND PATIENT HEARTS; or. The Blind Boy of Dresden 
and his Friends. By the same Author. Sixth Edition. Crown Svo, cloth. 
Illustrated, price 2s. 6d. 

^^A real and genuine Christmas stories ever written for childf en!* 
storyP — Times. — Nonconformist. 

" One of the mc st beautiful 



London : Hodder a?td S tough ton, 27, Paternoster Row, 



FRIAR HILDEBRAND'S CROSS; or, The Monk of Tavy stoke Abbaye, By 
M. A. Paull, Author of " Tim's Troubles," ** The Flower of the Grass- 
market," etc. With Frontispiece, crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

THE FALLS OF NIAGARA AND OTHER FAMOUS CATARACTS. 
By George W, Holly. With Thirty Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 
wood, richly gilt, price 7s. 6d. 



^* An €xtre77iely ititeresting 
volume. It is got up as a 
Christmas book, and its illus- 
trations and the generalnature 
of the book Tnake it eminently 
suitable for a present. Mr. 
Holly has succeeded in getting 
some very admirable illustra- 



tions of the cataracts which he 
describes. Of course the prin^ 
cipal part relates to Niagara^ 
and it will be found to contain 
a great deal of valuable inform 
mation in reference to these 
falls. The result is a really 
delightful book J' — Scotsman. 



THE FLOWER OF THE GRASSMARKET, By the same Author. 
With Five Full-page Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
price 3s. 6d. 



^^ There is a healthy moral tone 
of a very high order sustained 
throughout the work, and an easy 
grace and diction which make 
it highly commendable^^ — Edin- 
burgh Daily Review. 



" A handsomely got up volume. 
The story is admirably written. 
The reader never loses his interest 
in the fortunes of the various cha- 
racters in itr — Sheffield Inde- 
pendent. 



KNOWING AND DOING. Eight Stories founded on Bible Precepts. By 
Mrs. H. H. B. P^ull. With Five Full-page Illustrations. 

MARY HAZELDINES DESK, AND ALICE BROOKFIELUS TRIALS, 
Two Stories with Ilhistrations. By Mrs. H. H. B. Paull. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, price IS. 6d. 

HARRY FOSTERS RULES, AND LEVELSIE MANOR. Two Stories 
with Illustrations. By the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is. 6d. 

THE SISTERS OF GLENCOE ; or, Letitids Chcice. By Eva Wynne. 
Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5s. 



" Its life pictures are skilfully 
drawn, and the most wholesome 
lessojts a7'e enforced with fidelity 
and power,^' — Temperance Re- 
cord. 



^^ An admirable story, illus- 
trating in a most effective manfter 
the mischief arising from the use 
of intoxicating liquors.^^ — Rock. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row, 



LAUNCHING AWAY; or^ Rc^cr Larksivay s Strange Mission, By J. R. 
H. Hawthorn. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 5s. 

THE PIONEER OF A FA MIL Y; or, Adventures of a Young Gtwemess. 
By the same Author. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. With Frontispiece. 

" Few stories have such an air sympathise with their joys and 
of reality abojii them, Mr. Haw- sorrows.^' — Aberdeen Free Press. 
thorn has the faculty of draioing " This book is full of terse and 
his characters in such graphic powerful sketches of colonial life^ 
fashion that we seem to have espeually as it was seen a genera- 
known them, and are forced to tion agoT — Freeman. . 



YENSIE WALTON An American Story. By J. R. Graham Clark. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

THE NEW COMMANDMENT ; or, Ella's Ministry. A Picture of Life in a 
wealthy country neighbourhood in one of the Southern States of America, 
as it was before the late Civil War. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

MR, THORNE'S GUESTS; or, Salt,' with Savour and without. By the 
Author of " Gold and Gilt," etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 5s. 

OLIVE LORING'S MISSION By Annie M. Lawrence, Author of 
** Light from the Cross," etc. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d, . 

TALKING TO THE CHILDREN. By Alexander Macleol, D.D. 
Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 



THE GENTLE HEART, A Second Series of "Talking to the Children.'^ 
By the same Author. Fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s.[^6d. j 

Mr. Spurgeon says : ^^We guage, enriched with the store 

have been fascinated with the of its illustrations^ and blest in 

originality and beauty of its spirit through its abundant mani- 

thoughty charmed with the sim- fesiation of ' the truth as it is in 

piicity and elegance of its Ian- Jesus.^" 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row, 



IHE flONEER OF A FAMILY. 



THE SHILLING GIFT-BOOK SERIES. 

Tastefully bound, cloth, Fcap. 8vo, with Frontispiece. 



THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE GIPSY GIRL, and THE LIGHT 
OF THE WORLD, Two Stories by Mrs. HaH. 



CABRIELLA ; or. The Spirit of Song. By the same Author. 



THE WHITE ROSE OF DEERHAM. By the same Author. 



THE STORY LIZZIE TOLD. By Mrs. Prentiss, Author of "Stepping 
Heavenward," etc 



THE LITTLE PRINTER BOY, By the Vicomtesse S. De Kerkadec. 



THE GATE AND THE GLORY BEYOND IT A Tale of the Franco- 
Prussian War. By Onyx. 



MARY HAZELDINE'S DESK; or,. Oz'ercome Evil with Good. By Mrs. 
H. H. B. Paull. 



HARRY FOSTERS RULES; or. Not Slothful in Business. By the same 
Author. 



LEVELSIE MANOR; or. Patient in Tribulation, By the same Author. 



ALICE BROOKFIELDS TRIALS; or, Endure Grief, Suffering WrongftOiy. 
By the same Author. 

" Charming little stories^ espe- " The stories are exceedingly 

dally adapted for young readers, fresh and interesting., and the 

and conveying some excellent general get-up of these little 

lessons in a pleasing form^' — books reflects great credit upon 

Pictorial World. all concernedJ^ — Fireside. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



THE SHILLING GIPT-BOOK SERIES. 




Ftvntisfiece ta '^ Harry Fosttr's Rula." 



DAVID LlViyCSl ONE : The Story of his Life and Labours; or, The 
Weavir-Boy who became a Missiottary, By H. G. Adams. With Steel ' 
Portrait and Thirty Illustrations. Fifty-third Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
price 3s. 6d. 

^ An admirable condensation ing in detail, and vividly pre- 

of ' The Story of the Life and settling the graphic description of 

Labours of Dr. Livingstone.' the great explorer himself ^^ — 

Comprehensive in range, abound- Record. 

MEN WORTH REMEMBERING. 
A Series of Popular Biographies. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

I. 
WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, By John Stoughton, D.D. 

II. 
HENRY MARTYN. By Charles D. Bell, D.D., Honorary Canon of 
Carlisle, and Rector of Cheltenham. 

" In every way a most delightftU volnmeP— Rock. 

III. 
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. By Charles Stanford, D.D. 

" Dr, Stanford has produced privilege to read. It is interest- 
one of the tnost charming bio- ing from the first page to the 
graphics it has ever been our last.^^ — Sheffield Independent. 

IV. 

STEPHEN GRELLET. By William Guest, F.G.S. 

V. 

ROBERT HALL. By E. Paxton Hood. 

^^ Mr. Hood has delineated siderable literary aptitude, make 

Robert Hall very successfully. A this about the best delineation of 

wide range of knowledge, a fine the great preacher that we know. ^^ 

instinctive perception, and con- — British Quarterly Review. 

VI. 

THOMAS CHALMERS, By the Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D. 

VII. 

WILLIAM CAREY. By James Culross, D.D. 

" The little book has great in f&licitious style, and so to tell 

literary excellence. ^Dr. Culross the story as to make it eminently 

has taken no ordinary trouble in attractive and useful to his 

the collection of his material. readers.'' — Congregationalist. 
' He understands how to arrange 

VIII. 

ANDREW FULLER. By his son, A. G. Fuller. 

Others Preparing. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row. 



LINKS IN REBECCA'S LIFE, A new American story. By Pansy. 
With Frontispiece. Handsomely bound in cloth, price 5s. 

" By one of the ablest and young lady of our acqxiointance 
sprightliest of American story- fully engrossed in the reading of 
teller s^ — Christian. this book. It is an admirable five 

shillings* worthJ'* — Sword and 

" We should like to see every Trowel. 

A YOUNG MANS DIFFICULTIES WITH HIS BIBLE. By the Rev. 
D. W. Faunce, D.D., Author of " The Christian inthe World." Twelfth 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

A YOUNG MANS SAFEGUARD IN THE PERILS OF THE AGE, 
By the Rev. W. Guest, F.G.S., Author of "Stephen Grellet," etc. 
Eleventh Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

"^ book of invaluable counsel^ a mind well stored^ and from a 

and as brave and masculine in heart brimful of loveJ*^ — Method- 

its tone as it is tender and yearn- ist Recorder. 
ing in its sympathy. It is from 

OUR BLUE JACKETS, A Narrative of Miss Weston's Life aNd 
WoEK AMONG OUR SAILORS. By Sophia G. Wintz. With full-page 
Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Handsomely bound. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 

ILLUSTRIOUS ABSTAINERS. By Frederick Sherlock. Fourth Thou- 
sand. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Contents : — Sir Garnet Wolseley — Thomas Burt^President Hayes — Sir 
H. Thompson — Commodore Goodenough — Dr. B. i. W. Richardson — Canon 
Farrar — Thomas Edward — S. Plimsoll — S. Morley — Rev. Thos. Guthrie — 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson — Sir H. Havelock — Father Matthew — ^J. G. Richardson 
— Elihu Burritt— J. B. Gough— Canon Wilberforce— Sir W C. Trevelyan— 
John Howard. 

HEROES IN THE STRIFE; or, The Temperance Testimonies of 
Eminent Men. By the same Author. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Contents: — John Bright, M.P. — John Wesley — Abraham Lincoln — 
Bishop Temple — David Livingstone — C. H. Spurgeon — ^John Locke — 
Cardinal Manning — W. Lloyd Garrison — Rev. Newman Hall — Charles 
Waterton— Sir Charies Dilke— Samuel Johnson— Sir W. King Hall— H. 
Herkomer — Sir C. Napier — Dean Hook. 



London : Hodder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row, 
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BY THE REV. PAXTON HOOD, 

I. 

Oliver Cromwell : his Life, Times, Battlefields, and Contemporaries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. 

II. 
Christmas Evans, the Preacher of Wild Wales : His Country, His Times, and His 
Contemporaries. Second Thousand. , Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

III. 

Robert HalL Volume V. of " Men Worth Remembering." A series of popular Biographies. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. 

IV. 

The World of Anecdote. An Accumulation of Facts. Incidents, and Illustrations, Hi.<:rorical 
and Biographical, from Books and Times, Recent and Remote. Fifth Thousand. Cheap 
Edition, crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. 

V. 

The World of Moral and Religious Anecdote. Illustrations and Incidents gathered from 
the Words, Thoughts, and Deeds, in the Lives df Men, Women, and Books. Sixth Thousand. 
Cheap Edition. Crown Sve, cloth, 6s. 

VI. 
The Villaflres of the Bible. Descriptive, Traditional, and Memora,ble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

BY THE REV, R. W. DALE, M.A, 

I. 
The Epistle to the Ephesians : Its Doctrine and Ethics. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

II. 

« 

The Evangelical Revival, and other Sermons. With an Address on the Work of the 
Christian Minist|y in a Period of Theological Decay and Transition. Second Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

IIL 

Nine Lectures on Preaching. Delivered at Yale, New Haven, Conn. Third Thousand.- 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

IV. 

The Atonement. The Congrejjational Union Lecture for 1875. Eighth Edition. With a new 
Preface. Demy 8vo, 12s. ; Crown 8vo, 6s. 

V. 

The Jewish Temple and the Christian Church. A Series of Discoui-ses on the Epistle to 
the Hebrews. Sixth and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

BY THE REV J. STOUGHTON, D.D, 

I. 
V^illiam Penn : the Founder of Pennsylvania. With Steel Portrait. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

IL 

History of Religion in England, from the opening of the Long Parliament to t^e end 
of the Eighteenth Century. In Six handsome Volumes. Crown 8vo, cloth, £2 5s. 

in. 

William Wilberforce. In '* Men Worth Remembering." A Series of Popular Biographies. 
Crown Bvo, cloth, price as. 6d. 

IV. 

The Daily Prayer Book, for the Use of Families. With Additional Prayers for Special 
Occasions. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



London : H odder and Stoughton, 27, Paternoster Row, 
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